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	1. The Slip & Ed's and Sam's Dynamic

**The Ski Trip**

* * *

><p><em><strong>Summary: <strong>__Sam plans a five day ski trip with Spike and and cousin Scott. Just three guys out for some fun on the slopes away from all the pressures of work and family. Who would ever guess that the antics of Sam and Spike after a raid on a compound and chasing after a subject would cause so much trouble on their ski trip? And planning wise they could not have picked a worse time to go to the Blue Mountains._

_**Setting: **__This story is set between __**Baby Steps – 51**__**st**__** Division**__ and __**The Swim**__ in the Beauty of Life AU. It is Sam, Spike and Scott centric. But it contains Team One and other OC characters needed to round out the story__._

_**A/N: Special thank you**__ to __**venetiaj **__she is my Samtastic unofficial beta reader. I truly appreciate all her help. All my readers get better stories when I run things by her. She has great ideas and helps me keep continuity and the characters in character._

_**This story started as 'S' for Alpha Injuries**__ but just like 'R' it took on a life of its own and grew into a full fledged story. I would like to acknowledge the following Samtastic readers for their 'S' suggestions that were used in this story so far:  
><em>_**fallingfreely-flyingblind**__, __**Guest**__, __**musicaldolphingirl2011**__, __**nicolelylewis**__, __**pmbb**__, __**Purpwithapen**__, __**Roxanne**__, __**The Fridge loves food**__, __**thisisfromawhileago**__, __**venetiaj**__, __**VictoriaAnnxx**__ and __**Vispail**_

_Just in case you are wondering I am not abandoning Alphabet Injuries, just need to come up with a new 'S' story. I still have tons of great suggestions for it._

_**Disclaimers:  
><strong>__I do not own Flashpoint or any of the characters from that series.__  
><em>_I do own my original characters (OC)._

* * *

><p><strong>The Slip &amp; Ed's and Sam's Dynamic<strong>

* * *

><p><em><strong>SRU HQ – Men's Locker Room<strong>_

Racing Spike to the last open shower Sam was laughing because he had edged out in front of Spike. He was almost there when he slipped on the wet floor. Sam went sliding and whacked his shin on the corner of the wall. "Shit" exploded from his mouth as he wrapped his hands around his shin.

Spike had been laughing as they raced for the shower. The locker room was full with teams one, three and four. They had all just completed a raid on a compound that was holding people against their will and bilking insurance for the cost of drug rehab.

It had been raining heavily then snow began to fall as they wrapped up the call. Then one of the subjects broke free of the patrol officer and ran. He and Sam had taken off after him. They caught up to the man and took him down. It took both of them to contain the subject on the ground as he had continued to wildly wrestle to get free.

All of the teams were cold, soaking wet and seeking a warm shower before heading home or returning to duty. But he and Sam were also covered in mud after taking the guy down. The reason they were the last to the showers was that they were outside spraying the caked on mud off of their boots.

When they finally made it to the locker room they saw only one shower was left open. They joked with one another as they had quickly stripped to their boxers. Each claiming they would get to the shower first.

His laughing stopped as he watched Sam slide across the floor and slam his shin into the corner. He knelt down next to Sam and said with real concern for his friend "Let me look."

Sam was clenching his jaw and putting pressure on his shin.

Spike pried Sam's hands away and sucked a breath in "Damn Sam. Wait here I'll grab a towel." He was up and to the towel shelf and back in seconds.

Sam hissed as Spike put pressure on his shin. The white towel was quickly turning red.

Greg headed out of one of the showers toweling off his head when he nearly tripped over Spike and Sam. Seeing the white towel rapidly turning blood red he crouched down "What happened?"

Spike and Sam shared a look; neither wanted to be called out for horsing around in the locker room like kids. Spike answered "Sam slipped on the way to the shower and hit the corner of the wall."

Greg looked at both of them knowing there was more to it based on Spike's body language and tone. But he let it drop. "I'll go get the first aid kit" Greg said as a response.

Sam was about to say something to Spike when Ed, Wordy and Lou all exited the showers. They stopped seeing Sam and Spike on the floor. Ed asked "What happened?"

"I slipped" Sam said in a dead tone. This was getting embarrassing.

Spike added "Sarge went to get the first aid kit."

Wordy squatted down "Think you can stand. Let's get you off this cold, wet floor and over to the bench."

Sam nodded and with Ed and Wordy's assistance Sam stood. The towel came away as he stood and the blood flowed freely down his leg.

Lou spoke to Ed and Wordy "Make a cradle with your hands and carry him so Spike can hold the towel or we'll be cleaning up a trail of blood."

Ed and Wordy did so and lifted Sam. Spike wrapped the towel around Sam's shin again as the four made their way to the bench. Lou grabbed two more towels. He cleaned up the blood with one and the large wet spot that was left when all the men had trudged into the locker room after the call. He didn't want anyone else to slip.

Greg returned with the first aid kit and found that Sam was moved to a bench. He sat on the bench and had Spike uncover the wound. He shook his head "Sam this is gonna need more than a simple bandage buddy."

Sam looked at it and saw the deep gash. He said "Just need to shower and wrap it up. It'll be okay."

Ed snorted "Your leg could be hanging on by a gossamer thread and you would say it will be alright. I agree you need to shower since you look more brunette than blonde right about now. We'll help you there but then I'm driving you to the urgent care. No debate."

Lou said "Looks like this might put a kibosh on your skiing trip Sam."

Spike's face fell. He'd not thought of that. He, Sam and Sam's cousin Scott were all going skiing. He and Sam would use this three day weekend plus two days' vacation to make a nice five day skiing trip. They had been planning it for months and were all set to leave tomorrow morning and hit the slopes by the afternoon.

Sam looked at Spike's crestfallen face and said "No not at all. Like I said it'll be alright. They will likely only wrap it anyways." Sam thought that is all he would let them do. Stitches were out of the question. Not happening at all.

Spike brightened up "You sure you will be okay?"

"Yeah, had worse and hiked for days. This is nothing" Sam deflected.

Wordy went and got a plastic chair and put it in one of the showers. Greg had taped on a bandage just so Sam would not drip blood as he made his way to the shower with Ed's help. Spike grabbed two towels for Sam and put them on the bench just outside the shower.

After he showered Sam felt warmer than he had for several hours. He dried his hair, upper body and legs with one towel. Then he stood on one leg as he wrapped the other around his waist. He limped out of the shower putting a little weight on his injured leg.

Damn it hurt. It would suck skiing with it like this. But he didn't want to disappoint Spike and Scott. Scott had arranged time off just so they could go skiing together. It had been a while since he had spent any time with Scott so he would suck it up and pretend it didn't hurt like hell right now.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Urgent Care<strong>_

Ed sat relaxed in the little chair in the treatment room with Sam. Normally he would have waited outside in the waiting room. But Sam was trying to downplay his injury. Ed was not about to let Sam get away with talking the doctor out of proper treatment.

He had to pull the TL card but it was necessary. He could tell Sam was still pissed at him. It was a small price to pay and he would bear the weight of Sam's glares and silent treatment. Ed knew this was for Sam's own good.

To break the silence Ed asked in his TL voice "So how did you slip?"

Sam knew he was acting like a petulant child but he was so pissed at Ed for ordering him to the urgent care. Not only ordering him here but insisting he came into the treatment room. He felt he was being treated like and errant child so he guessed his childish reaction fit.

Ed's question knocked around his head and finally Sam's good humor started to creep back in. Here he was behaving like a child, thinking he was being treated like a child all because he had acted like an over grown kid racing with Spike.

A small grin started to play on his lips. Sam came clean with Ed "I was racing Spike for the last shower. Was winning too until I hit the water on the floor."

Ed laughed out loud "Christ Samo, you two will never grow up."

Sam laughed "I might but Spike won't."

Grinning Ed said with authority "Well you can start by doing whatever the doc suggests with that leg. I don't want you missing work because you are stubborn. You have five days for it to heal up and rest."

"Depends on what he wants to do" Sam answered defensively his humor fading again at Ed's authoritative tone.

Ed raised one eyebrow his ire rising "If it is stitches it is happening."

Sam assumed his cocky mantle and in a challenging tone said "You think?"

"I know" Ed responded sternly.

"You're wrong" Sam voiced firmly.

"Am not" Ed retorted his voice going harder to make his point.

"Are too" Sam countered his tone getting edgier.

"Am not" Ed said strictly.

"Are too" Sam bit back.

The doctor had been standing just outside the room reading the chart when he heard the argument begin. Geez they sounded like kids fighting. He listened as they repeated back and forth 'are too' and 'am not' several more times. Suppressing the smile on his face the doctor entered the room.

As he entered the bickering stopped immediately and he saw two men looking at each other with a mix of humor and fortitude. It looked to him like this was an often occurrence. A dance both knew well.

The smile he had been trying to hide came out in full as Dr. McCloud said "I'm Dr. McCloud. So we have a gash to look at."

Sam nodded and pulled up his pants leg "Nothing too bad. Don't think it needs stitches. Just tape it up and I'm outta …."

Ed interrupted and said forcefully "Samo the doctor will be the judge of that."

Sam shot daggers at Ed.

Ed just glared back at Sam with his TL command face and crossed his arms over his chest.

Dr. McCloud lifted the bandage that was covering the gash. He examined it closely and saw that it was well cleaned and the edges of the cut were even. As far as stitches were concerned it was close and could go either way. The bruising on his shin was spectacular and worried him. He asked "When did this happen and how did you cut your leg?"

Sam answered "About an hour ago. I slipped in water and hit my leg on the corner."

"Looks like a hard hit" Dr. McCloud thought out loud.

Ed supplied "It was. He was running when he slipped and slid into the corner full force."

With that additional information the doctor lightly prodded the area. "This amount of bruising has me concerned. You may have fractured your tibia. Are you able to bear weight on the leg?" Dr. McCloud asked.

"Yeah. Hurts a bit but the bruising is normal for me. Nothing unusual. Doesn't feel broken to me" Sam answered downplaying how much it hurt but being honest about the rest.

Dr. McCloud looked at Sam skeptically "Bruising like this is not normal. You may not be able to tell if it is fractured or not. It might be a hairline fracture."

Sam saw the skeptical look on the doctor so said "Ed tell him it's normal for me."

The doctor looked to the other man.

Ed was surprised Sam would ask him to corroborate his claim. The tension ebbed away and Ed grinned "Yeah its normal. Always looks way worse than it is. Samo is one colorful guy. All the pretty colors of the rainbow. Scared the crap out of me the first time I saw him bruised up after combat training."

Glad that Ed backed him up and seeing him grin the tension started to ease from Sam. He rolled his eyes at the rainbows comment then grinned "Yeah and it cost you your course record didn't it."

"You know I'm gonna get that record back. Just you wait" Ed retorted.

Sam countered with humor "You can try old man."

"Old man, old man? Just you wait Braddock. Tuesday we'll see who is old, kid" Ed fake blustered.

Dr. McCloud chuckled these two were quite a pair. First it sounded like they would come to blows and now they were teasing each other. He said "Okay I believe the bruising is normal but to be on the safe side I'm gonna take an x-ray. As far as the gash goes it is fifty-fifty. The edges are clean and should mend together well. If I close it with surgical tape the scar will likely be wider than if I stitch it closed."

Sam jumped on that and said "Surgical tape. Width of the scar doesn't matter to me. And it won't be broken I'm sure of it." Then he shot a look to Ed that read 'ha I was right'.

Ed rolled his eyes "X-rays will tell if it is broken Samo." But inside he knew that Sam had been trained by Jim and would probably know if it was fractured.

Thirty minutes later Sam was pulling his pant leg down after it had be taped together and bandaged by the physician's assistant. He laid back with his arms behind his head. He turned his head to see Ed and said "Now I don't have to disappoint Spike and Scott."

Ed reminded him "That's to be determined yet. Depends on what the doctor says about the x-rays."

Dr. McCloud entered the room. He smiled "I'm happy to report that I see no sign of recent fracture. I did see signs of a healed fracture though."

Sam said "Yeah that happened several years ago. It's how I knew it wasn't broken. I wouldn't have been able to bear too much weight if it were."

McCloud's eyebrows rose "How did you break it?"

Sitting up Sam responded "Sorry I can't say. Am I free to go now?"

Ed looked at Sam and thought however it happened must be classified. Then the comment from Sam earlier popped in his head _'Yeah, had worse and hiked for days. This is nothing'_. Ed knew better than to ask. Whatever happened had to be horrible knowing things that happened in Sam's JTF2 days.

Dr. McCloud said "Almost." He handed Sam a piece of paper "That's a script for antibiotic. Twice a day for ten days. Keep the wound clean and dry. Come back in if you see excessive redness or swelling or if the discharge is foul smelling or pus."

Ed asked "Any restrictions for work?"

The doctor said "None other than he should take it easy on that leg for a few days. Ice it and elevate it and take OTC pain medication if needed."

"Skiing?" Ed asked.

Sam said "I'm going Ed. Spike and Scott are counting on me."

Dr. McCloud could see the two winding up for round three so intervened looked at Sam he said "Just take it easy and rest between runs. Listen to your body and don't overdo. Check the wound several times to ensure it is staying dry. Change the bandage if it gets wet."

Sam grinned "Thanks doc."

Ed said "You better do as the doctor says or come Thursday you will have to deal with me Samo. And I can guarantee you, you will not like what I have in store for you. Truck might be in your future for a good long time. Just sayin."

"Copy that" Sam said and hopped down on one leg.

Dr. McCloud watched as the two men headed out and he chuckled to himself. What an interesting dynamic those two had. It was clear the older one cared about the younger one. He deduced that the younger one probably pushed the limits often causing the older one to worry. He headed for his next patient.


	2. Cabin Memories, Skiing & Snow-bunnies

**Cabin Memories, Skiing & Snow-bunnies**

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin <strong>_

Spike was a giddy kid. He wished Lou was able to come but he had already made plans to attend a hockey game with his father. But he was still excited. He was glad Sam was given the all clear to come. Ed had emailed him with all the instructions the doctor had given Sam and told him to make sure Sam followed them.

The drive here had been uneventful which was good because the roads were icy and it had begun to snow again. The three had a good time debating sports teams and general conversation. Spike had recounted how Sam got injured and clued Scott in on the doctor's and Ed's instructions. Sam had groaned when both Scott and Spike ganged up on him and said they would report back to Ed if he didn't follow instructions.

Sam walked into the remote mountain cabin. It was still cozy. Nothing had changed in the twelve years since he was here last.

The cabin had two bedrooms. One with a queen sized bed and one with two twin beds. There was a small kitchen with a little table with four chairs. It had a functional bathroom with a tiny shower. The main room had one recliner and two couches, one of which had a pull out bed. The walls were decorated with a collection of elk racks and paintings of wildlife.

The most prominent thing in the cabin was the huge fireplace which would provide most of the heat. It took up most of one wall. The rest of the wall contained a huge stack of wood for the fireplace. The cabin had a small propane heater and gas stove. There was no electricity so lighting was battery operated, kerosene lamps or the fire. It was rustic just the way Sam liked.

Sam went to the bedroom with the twin beds. His old room he recalled. He always made sure Wilson took the queen bed. Sam figured he would let Spike and Scott duke it out for the queen bed. He didn't mind rooming with either of them. He picked the bed closest to the small window so he would be able to look out at the stars at night. Sam dropped his pack on it claiming the bed.

He looked out the window and up at the mountain. He recalled good memories of spending time at this cabin with Wilson when he was seventeen. They had stayed here often when they went skiing on the weekends that winter. Dutch and Buzz had even managed to come with them a few times too. He loved the view of the mountain from this room.

It seemed eternal like nothing had changed. The mountain rose steeply and was dotted with trees here and there. The snow on the mountain was bright white and pristine. It was a calming view, fresh and clean. He smiled thinking that if Matt had lived he would have loved this cabin and the view too. It was nature's version of the beauty of life.

Coming out of the room to head out to the SUV to grab the food coolers he heard Spike and Scott discussing who got which room. Sam stopped when he heard the debate. Both were vying for the other twin bed not the queen bed wanting to room with him. He laughed but left them to figure it out.

As he was pulling out one of the coolers from the back of the SUV Spike came bounding up. Spike said happily "Here let me get that roomie."

Sam looked at Spike "You lost?" he teased.

"No I won" Spike said seriously as he grabbed the largest cooler and headed in.

Scott came out and dejectedly said "You get to hang out with Spike all the time. I should have gotten the room by default since we rarely get to spend time together Doppelganger." He grabbed two boxes of dry goods and headed back into the cabin.

Sam grabbed the other cooler and followed Scott. He limped slightly but it wasn't too bad. Icing and elevating it last night had helped a lot. He also had the entire back seat to himself on the ride up here and had kept his leg up on the seat instead of hanging down. He knew that Scott and Spike planned that when Scott announced he was driving and Spike raced to the front passenger seat and claimed it then teased him about being too slow.

It was fine by him though. Now the afternoon of skiing would be more fun.

Inside the guys set things up quickly. Then they changed into their skiing gear and headed out. The ski lodge and slope was a twenty mile drive from this remote cabin. But all three of them liked the idea of the quiet cabin rather than the hustle and bustle of the ski lodge.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Ski Lodge <strong>_

Scott parked the car and the guys got out. Scott detached his skis from the roof and they all headed to the ski rental for Sam and Spike to get outfitted with gear. Sam had considered buying his own but storing it in his little apartment didn't seem practical since he didn't get to go skiing all that often.

In the ski rental shop Spike was eyeing the snowboards. He said "Maybe we ought to try snowboarding."

Scott said "That would be fun. How about tomorrow? We should get some lessons though."

Sam grinned "Been a while for me. But I could teach you the basics."

"That's right you and Wilson used to come here when you were a teenager" Scott said. The entire family had been glad when Sam spent those two years with Bella. Scott thought that during that time Sam was more like the little boy who was all smiles and laughter.

Sam and Spike were quickly outfitted and they hit the slopes.

After two hours of skiing they took a break and headed into the lodge for some coffee. They sat at one of the picnic style tables near the huge wall of glass that looked out onto the mountain. They had bought sandwiches too and were happily eating, drinking their coffee and talking.

As the conversation lulled a bit Spike said "Sam you need to check your leg."

Sighing Sam said "It's dry."

Scott scowled at him "Go check it out or I let Ed know you aren't complying."

Sam got up and headed to the bathroom. Checking would require dropping his pants or removing his boots. It was easier to drop his pants. As he headed to the bathroom he didn't notice two college age snow-bunnies checking him out.

The raven haired woman sighed "Did you see that hottie?"

"I did Lexi and I call dibs" the bleach blonde answered.

Lexi retorted in an annoyed tone "Willow you cannot call dibs. We saw him at the same time. We both can try for him."

Willow smugly said "He's a blonde blue eyed man. I'm sure he will prefer me. We have that in common."

Lexi sniffed and said snidely "You're a box blonde. I see your roots showing. Sides how do you know that he wouldn't prefer my raven hair and brown eyes? I bet he prefers me. I have more personality than you."

"Okay you're on. Ten bucks says I can get him to talk to me before he talks to you" Willow said.

Lexi upped the bet "Twenty says I can get him in bed with me by tonight."

"Deal" Willow responded and the girls shook on their bets. Each started to plan their approach.

Sam went into the handicapped bathroom stall and lowered his ski pants. His shin was sore and throbbed a bit from where the top of the ski boot pressed on it. The bandage was damp but not soaking wet. Most likely it was from sweat not snow.

He sank down to the floor and then opening his waterproof pocket he withdrew a new bandage and self-sticking tape. He unwound the existing tape and removed the bandage. Damn. It was bleeding a bit and the discharge was a bit yellowish not much but enough.

Sam pulled out the antibiotic ointment and applied some to the non-stick pad. The ointment held the pad to his leg as he rewrapped the wound with the self-sticking tape. Sam stood and pulled his pants back up.

He stopped and washed his hands after throwing away the old bandage. Sam looked in the mirror and debated whether to tell Spike and Scott the wound looked a bit infected. He had put the antibiotic ointment on and he was taking the oral meds too, that was all a doctor would do. Ah hell he'd have to tell Scott for sure. He swore an oath long ago to always be truthful with him about his health. But Sam decided to wait until tonight and have Scott help him thoroughly clean it.

Spike grinned as Sam sat back down "So?"

"So what?" Sam answered.

Scott said "Don't play stupid Sam."

"Yeah it was damp. I changed the bandage and reapplied the antibiotic ointment. Happy?" Sam said sarcastically.

Scott nodded and slightly grinned.

Spike pushed a cup of hot cocoa with mini marshmallows on top at Sam "You earned your reward."

Sam laughed "Looks more like your reward. You're the one that loves mini marshmallows."

"Wouldn't be good hot chocolate without them" Spike stated with a smile.

The guys spent another half hour relaxing at the table then headed back out to the slopes.

Lexi and Willow watched from several tables over. Lexi was the first to speak "Can you believe there are two of them?"

Willow responded "I know. Wow."

Smiling Lexi said "Now we don't have to fight over him. I'll approach the one they called Scott. You can have Sam."

Willow smirked and said "That should be easy enough. What say you we rearrange our bet and apply it to the one name Spike? He's a hottie too. But it will be for tomorrow night instead of tonight."

Lexi responded "I like, I like. You are on. Now let's find a way to introduce ourselves to those hot blonde twins."

* * *

><p><em><strong>Ski Slope <strong>_

The guys were on their sixth run this session. Sam was half way down when he had to stop. He waved Scott and Spike on telling them he had to adjust his boot so it wasn't rubbing on the wound. They continued down the hill.

Sam's shin was killing him. He bent over to adjust his ski boot as best he could so it didn't hit the wound. Tomorrow he would bring padding to stop it rubbing so much.

Willow saw her opportunity. She changed course and headed straight for Sam just before she got close she screamed "Watch out. Please. Oh my, oh my" as she played off that she was out of control.

Sam looked up and saw a woman barreling towards him. He reacted fast but not fast enough to completely clear out of the way of the out of control skier. The woman slammed into him and they went tumbling. They stopped their downward motion as Sam's shoulder and skull connected with a tree.

It took Sam a moment to clear his head. He was stunned by striking his head. Sam sat up and looked at the woman. She appeared unconscious. Sam lightly tapped her face "Miss are you okay? Miss?"

Willow was completely conscious and she felt the hand on her face. Dramatically she blinked her eyes open. The blue eyes were so close. She batted her eyelashes then said "I'm so sorry. I tried not to hit you. I'm just not a very good skier yet."

Sam asked "Are you okay?"

Willow smiled her most dazzling smile. "I think so." She sat up. "Oh my you are bleeding."

Sam felt the wetness on the side of his head but thought it was just from the snow. He pulled off his glove and touched his head. It came back red. Sam sighed. Great, just what he didn't need. Now Scott and Spike would mother hen him to death.

Just then a member of the lodge ski patrol glided to a stopped "You two alright?" he asked.

Willow said "I ran into him and he hit his head. It's bleeding."

Sam said "I'm okay. It's just a scratch" and stood up. His shin screamed at him as he reconnected his boot to his ski.

The ski patrolman said "I'll just follow you down Sir. I'd like you to get checked out by our medic" as he helped the woman up. Willow looked at the ski patrolman and her heart fluttered. He was hot. She would have to add him to her list of conquests for this trip.

Shaking his head Sam said "No need. It's just a scratch."

"At least let him clean the wound" the man said.

Sam nodded "Okay." He only agreed because he knew Scott and Spike would make him go anyways.

Turning back to Sam Willow said "I'm so sorry. You got hurt because of me. You have to let me buy you a coffee or something."

"No need. Thanks though" Sam said with a small smile.

That smile was beautiful Willow thought "Please I feel so bad."

Sam tested his leg and decided he was done for the day. Making it down the rest of the slope was going to suck. His head was starting to throb too. Great, now he had a headache on top of all else.

The three went slowly down the slope. Sam was met at the bottom by a worried Scott and Spike.

Scott spoke first "Sam what happened?"

"I became a stop sign" Sam quipped.

Willow said "He saved me. I would have run right into the trees."

Spike grinned and teased "Sam saved a damsel in distress. How unlike you Samtastic."

The ski patrolman pointed to the right "The first aid shack is over that way. Let's go get you checked out and cleaned up."

The five moved off towards the shack. On the way Willow introduced herself to them and reiterated she wanted to buy Sam a coffee to thank him and apologize. Sam acquiesced and after he was checked out, cleaned up and declared okay by the medic they headed for the lodge again.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Ski Lodge <strong>_

As Sam sat down he reached down and removed his ski boots. He lightly rubbed his shin. Yeah he was definitely done for today. He hoped by tomorrow it would feel better.

Scott watched him as Spike and Willow were getting the coffees. Scott said "Shin hurting?"

Sam looked up "Yeah a bit. I'm done for the day. I'll hang out here if you and Spike want to ski more."

Scott got up and headed to the café. He spoke with a worker who headed in the back and returned a few moments later. Scott went to the ice machine and filled the bag the worker had gotten him.

Back at the table Scott said "Put your leg up on the bench." Sam turned a bit and did so. Scott picked up his boot and then slid it under Sam's ankle then put the bag of ice over the shin. "Keep that on for twenty minutes."

Sam was glad they picked a table against the wall. He leaned back and closed his eyes. The ice was cold but it felt good. The throbbing in his shin was lessening but his headache was increasing.

Spike and Willow returned with the coffees. Willow sat next to Sam and slid his coffee to him. She saw the ice on his leg and was beginning to regret her spontaneous way to meet this guy. It had been stupid. They both could have gotten hurt real bad. Willow asked "Did you hurt your leg too?"

Sam sipped his coffee then replied "No did that yesterday. Thanks for the coffee."

Lexi came up to the table "There you are Willow I was looking all over for you." Lexi wasn't looking for her at all. She had seen the entire thing. Willow sure had a spectacularly stupid and dramatic way to introduce herself. Willow had hurt the guy she wanted to sleep with. Not good in her book.

Willow said "Sam here saved me from running into a tree." Then she introduced her friend "This is my bestest friend Lexi. This is Sam, Scott and Spike."

The guys nodded at the introduction looking at the second snow-bunny to join them at the table.

Lexi sat down next to Scott. She smiled and played along with Willows subterfuge "Willow is not a very good skier yet. She runs into all manner of things. She could use some lessons." Looking at the propped up leg and ice Lexi turned to Scott and added "Looks like Willow did a number on your twin."

Scott and Sam both laughed. Lexi and Willow looked perplexed.

Sam said "We are not twins."

Lexi looked closely at them. Up close she could now see one was definitely older. "What?"

Scott explained "Cousins. I'm the original. Sam here is the carbon copy."

Sam teased "The younger and better version."

Scott chuckled "Laura knows which one is better. She picked me not you."

"But that's only because you waited until she married you to introduce me" Sam joked.

Lexi looked down at Scott's left hand. Damn he was married. She didn't go after married men no matter how hot they were. That was a whole bucket of trouble she never wanted. She was just looking for a good time. She was too young to contemplate anything serious. Lexi shifted her attention to Spike.

The group chatted a bit until Spike asked "Sam you gonna ski anymore today?"

"Nah I'm done. You two can go out if you want" Sam answered.

Spike responded "I'm done if you are Scott."

Scott said "Yeah I'm done. How about we return the rental gear and load up my skis while Sam sits here."

Spike stood and gently removed the ski boot from under Sam's leg and picked up the other one "Sounds good to me. We'll bring your regular boots back to you Sam."

Sam tossed Scott the rented ski goggles "Sounds good. I'll be here. Thanks." He was glad to be able to just sit and relax. His shoulder was starting to ache a bit now too. He leaned back and rested his eyes thinking shoulder, shin and skull. Shit he was a mess right now.

"Back in a few cuz" Scott said eyeing Sam closely. He could tell more than Sam's shin hurt. Although the scratch was minor Sam had hit his head on a tree. It was a good thing they were calling it a day.

Lexi tagged along with Spike and Scott talking with Spike. Willow stayed at the table with Sam.

Sam opened his eyes and saw Willow was still sitting there and did not go with her friend.

When they were alone Willow asked "Want to come to my room so I can thank you properly? You could meet up with your buddies tomorrow."

He looked at Willow. Did he miss something? Definitely he did seeing the way she was looking at him now. She was pretty and seemed nice. But no woman compared to Jules.

He decided a little white lie would be in order to let her down easier. "I'm sorry if I sent out signals, it was unintentional if I did. I have a girlfriend." Actually it was _'had'_ a girlfriend not _'have'_ but Willow didn't need to know that.

Willow put on pouty lips she had been told was sexy "What she doesn't know won't hurt her."

"No. I'm a one woman guy. I couldn't hurt her that way. It wouldn't be right" Sam said softly.

Sighing Willow said "Sorry to hear you are taken Sam we could have had super-hot sex. So many guys would have said yes. Your girl is a lucky one." Willow stood when she spied the ski patrolman. "Sorry I ran into you again. See you around."

Sam watched as Willow headed straight for the ski patrolman. Something told him he had dodged a bullet. That woman was definitely on the prowl for some action and not too particular who she got it from.

Spike and Scott returned fifteen minutes later minus Lexi. Spike asked "Where'd Willow go?"

Sam smiled "Could ask you where Lexi went."

Scott said "That one was out trawling the waters. Not too fussy what seafood she caught."

Spike handed Sam his boots "Last night's catch saw her in the rental shop and wanted to be hooked again. She was happy to oblige and reeled him in when I told her we were not staying at the lodge."

Putting his boots on Sam laughed "About the same here. She's off after the ski patrol guy." Sam stood up and winced as he put weight on his leg. He staggered with his first step. His felt a bit like he was spinning. He sucked in a breath and slowly released it.

Scott grabbed his arm to stabilize him when Sam staggered with his first step "Whoa there cuz. Shin or head?"

"Little of both really. A samba is playing in my skull right now. Think I may have smacked that spruce tree a bit harder than I thought. Shoulder doesn't feel so super either" Sam answered Scott straight up. He could never lie to Scott about this. He had tried once or twice to downplay things when his lungs were recovering. But Scott had called him out on it very quickly and reminded him of his oath.

Spike was surprised at how candid Sam was with his cousin. If he had asked he was sure Sam would not have been straight with him. Spike wondered what it was between them that Sam felt comfortable to share with Scott. Whatever it was he was glad.

Scott set a slow pace to the SUV and stayed close to Sam.

As they headed to the SUV Spike asked "Did you bring any pain reliever Sam?"

Sam answered "No. Should be some at the cabin though."
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**Stock Up, Scarlet Fever, STAG & Storm Hike**

* * *

><p><em><strong>Mountain General Store Parking Lot <strong>_

Spike insisted they stop at the general store a few miles from the lodge when they heard the weather report. He wanted to pick up some extra food just in case. They were staying in the woods and he expected the worst.

Scott agreed to stop because he wanted to pick up some pain reliever. He wasn't going to chance that there was some at the cabin.

Sam sat in the SUV while Scott and Spike went inside. He almost nodded off because they took so long in the store. Sam was surprised when Spike and Scott carried out two huge boxes of food. He laughed as they opened the door "Guys we are only here another few days. Why did you get all that?"

Spike answered "We're in the woods Sam. You know my people don't fair too well in the woods. Better to stock up and be safe than sorry with the severe storm that is heading our way."

The snow started to fall heavily just as Spike finished speaking. Spike looked skywards "See. This wasn't supposed to happen until later tonight."

Sam only shook his head. Spike hopped into the passenger seat and said "Catch" as he tossed a bottle of pills to Sam. Then he handed him a bottle of water and said "Take a few to stop the samba in your head."

Opening the bottle Sam said "Thanks Spike." He downed two pills and drank half the water. He opened his backpack and put the bottle of pills in with his antibiotics. He set it down on the floor and sat back.

Spike stared at him with his mouth opened "You didn't fight me on that. You always resist."

Sam shrugged.

Scott slid into the driver's seat. He handed the banana cream pie over to Spike "Hold this please."

Spike put the pie in his lap and turned his head to Sam "Why didn't you resist taking the pain meds?"

Scott started the SUV and turned the windshield wipers on high to keep up with the snow fall. As he pulled the SUV onto the access road Scott said "He knows better when I'm around. We established that early on."

Sam nodded then leaned back and half closed his eyes willing the pain meds to do their work and reduce the pounding in his head and the ache in his shoulder and shin.

Spike wondered what Scott meant by that but didn't pry when no explanation was offered by either Scott or Sam.

* * *

><p><em><strong>In SUV on Access Road to Cabin <strong>_

The three were quiet for some time as they watched the snow covered scenery go by. The snow was falling even heavier now and the wind was picking up.

Scott's comment to Spike a bit ago brought a memory to the forefront of his mind. To fill the silence Scott said "Sam, remember when you got Scarlet fever when you and Sara stayed with us while Aunt Yvonne was visiting Uncle Will?"

Sam nodded recalling one of his earliest memories. "Yeah I was what like four or five and you were a teenager."

"You were five and I was thirteen. You were a miserable brat for my mom and wouldn't take your medicine. I had to climb up the ladder to get you down from the cabinets so many times because my Mom was pregnant with Vicky" Scott said.

"I remember you threatened to throw me off of the cabinet if I climbed up again. You actually dangled me off the edge until Aunt Ann came in and saw you and screamed thinking I was falling. Uncle Erik tanned your hide for that" Sam smirked.

Scott grinned "Yeah but it was worth it. You didn't climb them again did you? Although, I did have to run you down a few times. Even at five you were slippery and fast. Those little legs of yours flew."

Sam chuckled "That medicine was gross. I still recall how you dragged me back inside kicking and screaming and held onto me so your mom could give me the medicine. And how you came down with Scarlet fever four days later and had to take that nasty medicine too."

"That's because you kept coughing and sneezing on me when I read to you" Scott retorted.

"At least I had a partner in crime then. You understood why I didn't want to take the medicine. I remember how mad your mom was when she finally found us hiding in that closet" Sam said.

Spike was enjoying the banter and asked "What happened when she found you?"

Scott laughed "She told me I was setting a bad example for my little cousin. That Braddock's were made of sterner stuff and wouldn't hide from a little bit of medicine. That I had to show Sam it was important to take the medicine the doctor prescribed for us so we could get better. Mom said if I didn't I would be spending every Saturday for two months doing nothing but chores."

Sam said "I don't remember that."

"That's because you were in your room when she talked to me" Scott said.

"That's why you did it then? You didn't want to do extra chores?" Sam asked.

Scott looked in the review mirror and said seriously "No, that's not why. It was because your fever spiked that afternoon. You were sweating so much and seriously out of it. I thought it was my fault you got sicker. I prayed all night that if you lived, because I thought you were dying, that I would never be stupid again or let you be stupid again about taking medicine."

"Did what?" Spike asked.

Scott smiled "Made Sam swear an oath to me that he would never lie to me about his health and I swore the same to him."

Sam yelled "STAG!"

Scott's full attention instantly returned to the road. He managed to steer clear of the huge stag with a full rack of antlers but the tires hit a slick patch of ice and the SUV skidded towards the edge of the road. There was no stopping.

The SUV slid over the steep edge sideways. The front driver's tire hit a boulder and the SUV rolled over onto its top and then back onto the wheels. Silence reigned for several moments as the three sat stunned by the somersault of the SUV.

Scott asked "You two okay?"

Spike answered "No harm."

Sam said "No worse than before" as his head thudded a bit more with his racing heart. Then Sam asked "How bout you Scott?"

"I'm alright too. Damn glad we were all wearing our seatbelts" Scott answered slowly releasing the death grip he had on the steering wheel.

All three sighed with relief. That could have been bad.

Then Sam and Scott started laughing loudly as they took in Spike covered in banana cream pie.

Spike took a finger and wiped a glop of pie from his eye and cheek and put it into his mouth "Mmm it's good. Too bad you guys don't get any. It's all mine." Spike looked at the mess covering him from head to toe and joined the laughter. If the only thing to die in this crash was the banana cream pie then it was all good.

The three got out of the SUV to take stock of the situation. Spike went to the back and grabbed the roll of paper towels he bought at the store and started to wipe off the pie using the snow to help him wash up.

Meanwhile Sam and Scott walked around the SUV looking for damage and assessing how to get back on the road.

Sam stood at the front driver's side with a scowl on his face as he stated "Well it looks like we are walking to the cabin."

Coming around to the driver's side Spike saw that the front tire was bent inwards. Damn the SUV was going nowhere. "How far are we from the cabin versus the store?"

Scott estimated how far they had driven "About four or five miles to the cabin and ten back to the store."

Resigned to the fact they were hiking Sam added "We should pack what we can in the backpacks we have and leave the rest."

Shaking his head Scott stated "With the storm coming …"

"You mean with the storm already here" Spike interrupted.

"Okay. With the storm here we should make a small travois and take it all with us. We are gonna have to wait out the storm before getting help" Scott reasoned.

Spike pulled out his phone. Even with the booster he had no signal. "No phone signal."

"I think the cabin used to have an old CB radio. We can look for it when we get there" Sam shared as wen to the back seat to grab his backpack.

Scott fashioned a simple travois quickly using his skis and rope that was in the SUV. Sam and Spike repacked the items in the boxes and then loaded them on the travois then covered them with a small plastic tarp. They set out for the cabin.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Hiking Access Road to Cabin <strong>_

The guys had been hiking and covered two and a half miles. The temperature had dropped drastically and the snow was coming down so hard and fast they could barely see a foot in front of them. Sam was glad he had the foresight to bring the other length of rope and the three tied themselves to each other so none of them would get lost.

The gale force wind was blowing directly in their faces. They had one pair of ski goggles so the one in the lead would wear them to see where they were going. The snow was deep on the ground now and it took a lot of energy to plow a path through it. The three took turns leading because it was so strenuous.

Sam had been leading for the last mile. His shin was on fire and every step hurt. He lifted his leg and stepped down then stumbled and landed on his knees in the deep snow. It came up to his waist being on his knees. Spike and Scott came alongside him and squatted down close to Sam.

Scott yelled to be heard over the wind "Sam you okay?"

Yelling back Sam answered "Hard to walk. Shin hurts a lot."

Spike was never so happy that Sam made that oath to Scott. It was nice to know the truth even if it wasn't really what he wanted to hear. Spike yelled "I'll lead. Sam you are gonna stay in the middle of us."

Adding to that Scott shouted "Give me your backpack. I'll put it on the travois."

Feeling spent right now Sam shrugged off the backpack and handed it to Scott without argument. Scott put it on the travois and tied it down. Spike undid the rope on him and Sam then changed positions and retied the rope.

Scott yelled "Ready?"

Sam struggled to stand and four hands came to help him rise. Sam shouted "Thanks."

The three slogged onward slowly. The gale force winds and cold was taking a toll on all of them. After another mile, Spike and Scott swapped positions.

Sam tried to tell them it was his turn to pull the travois in the rear but neither Scott nor Spike would let him. As they continued it became apparent to Sam that he was struggling just to keep himself upright. Pulling the travois would be beyond his capability right now.
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**Getting Warm, Infection, Duct Tape Uses, Missing Meds, Snowbound & Two AM Feeding **

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin <strong>_**_– _**_**Main Room**_

It was almost completely dark when the cabin appeared not more than two feet in front of Scott. All three were struggling to remain upright as they made it to the cabin door. The severe snowstorm had turned into a full scale blizzard of epic portions.

Scott opened the door and they entered the cabin stepping down into it. The snow was one third the way up the door. Spike tried to close the door after getting the travois in. The wind was too strong in his weakened and exhausted state. It took all three to push it closed and secure the latch to keep it closed against the wind.

They all dropped to the floor to catch their breath and recoup some energy. Each was shaking with cold. Their faces bright red and wind burned.

Sam said with chattering teeth "We have to get the fire going or we will freeze to death."

Instead of standing the three crawled to the fireplace and formed a line from the hearth to the wood pile. Spike grabbed a log, passed it to Sam who then passed it to Scott, who put it in the hearth. They repeated this process until they had enough wood in the hearth for a blazing fire.

Scott pulled himself up holding onto the mantle to get the matches while Sam positioned the tinder beneath the logs. Spike crawled over to the travois and got three water bottles. He rolled them to the hearth and crawled back. Scott dropped back down to the floor and lit the fire taking several attempts to light the match because his hands were shaking so much.

All three placed the water bottles near the growing fire so the freezing water could warm then huddled close together to share warmth.

Fifteen minutes later the fire was roaring and the three were separating a bit and beginning to shed their wet clothing. The water was warm now and they sipped it and the warmth started to spread inside too.

Scott found enough energy to stand and sloughed off his soaked pants. Spike did likewise. Both were only in their thermal undershirts and boxers. Sam tried to stand but his shin hurt too much. He opted to shimmy out of his soaking pants sitting on the ground.

Spike and Scott shared a look over Sam's head. They nodded and then Scott walked to the couch and pulled the blanket and a pillow from it. Spike headed into Sam and his room to get dry clothes for both of them.

Draping the blanket around Sam Scott said "Stay here. Spike's dressing then bringing you a change of clothes. I'm gonna dress first then look at your leg and shoulder. I bet you have an awesome bruise across your entire upper back."

Sam only nodded and laid on the pillow as his body shook trying to generate warmth.

Scott headed to his room and changed quickly. His fingers and toes were beginning to feel warmth again. He pulled a dry knit cap on his head and over his ears. He grabbed and extra one and he returned to the main room just after Spike.

Spike looked at Scott "He's sleeping."

"Let's not wake him. Grab another blanket for him. I'm gonna look at his leg" Scott said.

"His bandage supplies are in the inside water proof pocket of his jacket" Spike offered as he gathered up their wet clothes to hang in the bathroom to dry before getting another blanket for Sam and some towels to wipe up the water from the floor.

Finding the supplies in Sam's discarded jacket Scott sat down in a dry spot by Sam. He took another long drink of his warm water. Then he started to unwrap Sam's leg. "Shit" Scott exclaimed.

Running out of the bathroom with the towels and the blanket at Scott's raised voice Spike asked "What's wrong?"

"His wound is seeping blood and yellowish pus, it's inflamed and hot to the touch and it's wide open. The surgical strips all came loose" Scott stated staring at the open infected wound. "No wonder it hurt to walk. I'm surprised Sam made it here under his own power. Damn."

Spike looked at the angry red, infected wound "I'll get some water boiling so we can sterilize some wash clothes to clean it. I'll also get some stew on for all of us. We need to eat something warm."

After Spike laid the blanket over Sam he and Scott used the towels to dry the floor. Then Spike headed to the kitchen.

Scott picked the wet towels and went to the bathroom as he said "I'll look for a first aid kit."

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin <strong>_**_– Kitchen_**

Spike found a couple of pans and filled one with water. He put it on the stove then lit the pilot light and turned the burner on high. He went to the cooler and opened it. His Ma had made and packaged a large stew for them. All he had to do was heat it up. Spike put it in the pan and then set the burner to a medium heat.

Next he got out the loaf of bread and sliced two thick pieces and slathered them with peanut butter. As he finished Scott came in empty handed. Spike held out a slice "Eat. We need some carbs and protein after that slog."

Taking the offered bread with peanut butter Scott said before taking a bite "No joy on first aid kit in the bathroom."

Spike said "I'll check the kitchen and you can check the bedrooms." Then he took a huge bite of his slice of bread and turned to start checking the cabinets in the kitchen.

Five minutes later Scott returned to the kitchen looking a bit disgruntled. Neither had found a first aid kit. However, Spike had found some duct tape and a bottle of scotch. Scott found a small sewing kit with nylon thread and a selection of small sewing needles.

Scott smiled "I like what you found better. Sam will too."

Spike asked "Why?"

"We have soap and sterilized water to clean the wound and antibiotic ointment. So we can drink the scotch. And that duct tape we can use like the surgical tape. I won't need to sew up the wound. Duct tape should hold until he can see a doctor" Scott explained.

Spike added one new use for duct tape to his mental list. Damn it did fix almost everything. He was glad Sam didn't have to deal with the sewing needles. Although the sewing needles were small, any needle or syringe caused Sam problems. All Ed would say to them after he had listened to Sam that night in the hospital after Sam had gone catatonic was _'Sam has a legitimate fear of needles'_.

"Good" Spike sighed with relief. "Water should be boiling now. I'll add some wash cloths to sterilize them." He headed to the bathroom to get several from the cabinet in there.

Scott made a quick trip to the main room to check on Sam. He was still sleeping. Scott headed back to the kitchen leaving a sleeping Sam in front of the roaring fire.

Scott got three glasses out of the cabinet and poured a small shot of scotch in each one. Then he set about starting coffee. He knew Sam would need something warm to drink and just like all the Braddock's coffee was a must.

Spike returned and added the wash cloths to the boiling water and stirred them around with tongs. Then he stirred the stew with a large spoon. The wonderful aroma of the stew mixed with the smell of the wood fireplace made the cabin seem cozy to him. Spike's body core was finally starting to warm up and the occasional shivers had nearly stopped.

A small glass appeared to his left with an amber liquid. Spike took it gratefully and downed the entire contents of the glass. The scotch burned going down but a warmth settled in his stomach and started to spread. Spike sighed.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin <strong>_**_– _**_**Main Room**_

Scott headed out to the fireplace with the other two glasses. He squatted down by Sam and placed the glasses on the floor next to him. Gently touching Sam's shoulder Scott said "Hey cuz. Time to wake up. I got something for you."

Sam opened his eyes to find a fully dressed Scott squatting in front of him. He couldn't believe he fell asleep. Sam knew he had been exhausted but not that exhausted. Feeling warmer under two blankets Sam asked "How long have I been out?"

"Only a few minutes. Here. Drink this" Scott handed him the scotch.

Pushing up with his hand Sam winced as his shoulder twinged. When he was seated he pulled the blankets close around his shoulders and looked down at his leg. "Shit" Sam exclaimed. He took the scotch and downed it all in one gulp.

"So when were you planning to tell me it was seriously infected?" Scott drawled.

Shaking his head a bit Sam stated "Didn't look like that when I changed the bandaged. Only a little yellowish discharge. The tapes were firmly attached too. Was gonna have you clean it tonight. Wasn't hiding anything from you. Had the ointment on it and am taking antibiotics. Nothing more a doc could do."

Joining them Spike set the boiled water on the floor and the plate with the sterilized wash cloths next to it. He sat cross legged and used a pair of sterilized tongs to wave one of the cloths in the air to cool it a bit and asked "When are you due for your next antibiotic pill?"

"Should take it with dinner. I brought them in my backpack in case we didn't get back in time tonight" Sam said.

Scott smiled "Planning ahead, good. Well let's get it cleaned first then we can eat and you can take your pill."

Sam nodded and his stomach growled "Smells good Spike. Your Ma's Italian beef stew?"

"Yep and fresh bread too. You want a slice with some peanut butter right now?" Spike asked.

"Yeah if it's no trouble Spike" Sam answered.

Both Spike and Scott rose.

Spike responded "No trouble. Scott and I already had one."

Scott said "Gonna wash my hands then we will get started. Want another shot of scotch. Probably gonna hurt cleaning it and we have nothing but those aspirin I bought. We should have brought a first aid kit."

Spike said "I did but I forgot it in the SUV when we packed up."

"No more scotch. I'll just take a few aspirin in a bit" Sam stated.

After washing his hands and bringing the soap with him Scott waited for Sam to finish his slice of bread and peanut butter. Then Scott and Spike worked together to clean out Sam's wound. Sam laid back and clenched his jaw and fists tightly to keep from groaning in pain as they washed it out thoroughly.

Taking a moment to catch his breath after they finished Sam asked "Are we gonna leave it open or was there anything here we could use to close it?"

Producing the duct tape Spike quipped "Duct tape fixes everything including Samtastic."

Sam smiled "That will stick better than surgical strips. Patch, I mean Jim, used to carry a roll with him in the field. Won't be the first time I've been duct taped together. Although it is the first time it will be neon orange. Not quite the color you want to be sporting when trying to evade terrorists."

Spike and Scott laughed. Scott said "Christ Sam I thought this would be a first for you."

"Nope. Kinda hard to find something original when you've had as many injuries as I've had" Sam laughed.

Spike applied a generous amount of the ointment.

As Scott tore off pieces and taped the wound together he said "I really think it's about time you stop getting them."

Sam snorted "Not like I try to get hurt. But my line of work kinda puts me out there you know."

Scott laughed and said "This isn't work related."

"Sure it is. If the subject hadn't run then Spike and I wouldn't have gotten all muddy and we wouldn't have been the last to the showers" Sam tried to justify.

Spike grinned "Nice try Sam but I don't think Scott is buying it."

"Nope. This is the result of you behaving like a kid. Love to see that side Sam but ya need to be more careful" Scott scolded lightly.

Sam and Spike just grinned at each other. Sam could see the devilish wheels turning in Spike's head. Scott would be getting pranked soon. Spike grabbed Sam's clothes and tossed them to him. Sam dressed in his soft warm sweats and thick socks.

Spike and Scott both reached out and helped Sam to stand. Sam tested his leg. "Nope. Not gonna bear much weight right now" he said honestly.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin <strong>_**_– Kitchen _**

They helped him to the chair in the kitchen. Sitting at the table Spike put the loaf of bread in front of Sam and handed him a knife. Sam sliced thick pieces for each of them. Scott poured them each coffee while Spike dished out three heaping bowls of steaming savory stew and set them on the table.

All three dug into the stew with gusto; each needing it after such a strenuous journey home. No one conversed during the first helping.

After they were half way done with a second helping Sam asked "So when you searched for a first aid kit did either of you see a CB radio?"

"No" both said.

Spike asked "So what are we gonna do?"

Listening to the howling wind outside Sam said "No way we are traveling in this weather even if we had the SUV. I guess we are stranded and snowbound here until the severe storm blows over. Then I guess we hike the fifteen miles to the store and get a tow truck for the SUV."

Scott grinned "At least we have enough food thanks to Spike's aversion to the woods."

"See I told you my people and woods don't get along" Spike said seriously.

Scott laughed "What do you mean my people?"

Spike launched into a highly animated version of the explanation he had given Lou months ago. It had Scott laughing heartily.

Sam sat back as he wiped up the last of his stew with Spike's Ma's fresh bread. He was satiated. The fireplace had warmed up the cabin and it he felt content to just sit and relax listening to Spike and Scott banter back and forth.

Too bad about skiing Sam thought as his shin throbbed. Ed would make him pay if it wasn't healed enough by Thursday. He'd have to give it a rest so it could heal. Sadly that meant skiing was definitely out for a few days but then again they were snowbound at the moment anyways.

Finishing his stew Scott rose and took his and Sam's dishes to the sink and asked "Where were your antibiotics again Sam?"

"Backpack" he answered.

Spike refreshed all their coffee after putting his bowl in the sink too. He would wash them up in a bit.

Scott picked up Sam's backpack and searched through it. Coming up empty he looked at Sam "Are you sure? I'm not finding them."

"Yeah I'm sure. I put the aspirin in there right next to them. In the main compartment" Sam specified.

Heading to the table with the backpack and looking again Scott said "No not there. Neither are the pain meds. See for yourself."

Sam shifted everything in the pack not seeing them. He resorted to dumping out the entire contents onto the table. Neither was found. "Ah crap. I didn't zip it up when I put the other pills in there. I bet they fell out when the SUV somersaulted and everything went flying" Sam grumbled. "Shit. Ed's gonna have my hide for not taking them on time."

A frustrated sigh escaped Scott "Damn Sam I'm sorry. If I didn't roll the SUV you wouldn't be in this mess. At first light I'll head out and get them."

Sam stared at Scott then said seriously "Not if it is still storming Scott. You talk about me taking risks. We barely made it here with the three of us working to get through the deep snow drifts. It would be suicide to go it alone. I'm sure missing a few doses isn't gonna be a problem. I'll just keep it clean and dry."

Then pointedly looking at both of them Sam declared "And you will NOT tell Ed I missed any doses."

Scott and Spike laughed and both crossed their hearts and said "Scouts honor."

Sam nodded "Good."

Leaning back Sam kept his worry about missing the doses of antibiotics to himself. If the wound had gone from the little bit of pus in early afternoon to the mess it was after their hike he knew he needed them. He knew his body and that spelled trouble. He had seen what could happen in a short time without antibiotics.

When he and Matt were stationed in Gagetown one of their unit mates ignored a deep scratch on a week-long training maneuver. Seth ended up nearly losing his arm for that stupidity. Sam might eschew pain meds but he always took his antibiotics. Infections were nothing to mess around with.

But he wasn't about to let Scott go out in this storm alone. His Special Forces cold weather training told him that it was suicide to go out in this weather. He would not risk Scott's life because he failed to make sure the pills were in his backpack after the roll over. Hell if he had just zipped it closed this would not even be an issue.

Sam tried to recall the weather report. He hadn't paid much attention to it at the time because his head had been pounding, like it was now. Sam needed to figure out how many doses he would miss to try and judge how bad it would get and how much truck time he would have to endure if Ed found out.

As Spike poured them all another mug of coffee Sam asked "So how long did they say the storm would last again?"

Spike said "All they said was it was a severe storm with strong winds and expected higher than normal snowfall." Then he added "The team knows our location. If the storm hasn't abated and we are a no show on Thursday they will send help."

Sam inwardly cringed he could not go that long without antibiotics. He began to think through natural remedies he had been taught. Nothing was coming to mind.

Scott said "Laura might not wait until Thursday. I promised to call every two days. She'll be expecting me to call tomorrow."

Relaxing a bit Sam remarked "Laura would call her dad and call in the cavalry if you are a no show."

Grinning Scott sat down feeling a little better "One of the perks of having the highest ranking military officer as a father in law."

Spike saw the deck of cards that got dumped out of Sam's pack and asked "Anyone want to play some cards. Poker or rummy?"

They decided on poker when Scott said he found a box of poker chips in the bedroom.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin <strong>_**_– _**_**Main Room**_

Spike did the dishes as Scott moved the table and two chairs into the main room by the fire and couch. He did that so Sam could sit on the couch with his leg elevated. Sam hobbled over to the wood pile and put two more logs on the fire.

The three spent the remainder of the evening in a friendly game of poker. Spike was the big winner and was gloating playfully all night saying they should have played for real money.

Sam was having trouble concentrating and was distracted from the game as the night wore on. His head ached badly and his shin throbbed and felt tight and hot. Not good signs he knew. Sam was so warm he was beginning to get sleepy and his head bobbed.

When Sam's head bobbed for the fourth time Scott said "I think we should call it a night."

Spike and Sam agreed. The table was put back, coffee prepped for the morning and two more logs were added to the fire.

Scott volunteered "I'll be the fire keeper tonight. I'm used to waking up every few hours throughout the night."

Sam asked "So I forgot to ask, who is helping Laura with the twins?"

"My sister Vicky and of course Mom are staying with Laura. The three of them basically pushed me out the door. Felt bad leaving Laura with two eight week olds. But Laura insisted I take this trip. She said I needed a break" Scott answered as he helped Sam up from the couch.

Spike looked at Scott "Not much of a break if you get up on the same schedule here. I'll take fire watch tonight. You both look zonked."

Scott nodded "Okay but I take it tomorrow night."

"Deal" Spike said as Scott lent and arm for Sam to hold as he hobbled to the bedroom.

Sam said "I get the next night."

In unison Spike and Scott said "We'll see."

Both had noticed the pain lines around Sam's eyes and how distracted he had been tonight. Sam needed rest especially as his body fought an infection without aid of his antibiotics. Both Spike and Scott wondered to themselves how long they would be snowbound and determined to make sure Sam was taken care of until they could get out of here and get Sam to a doctor to reexamine his leg wound.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Scott's Home <strong>_

Laura sat rocking Jerrell after his two am feeding as he slept. Anna was already fed and fast asleep in the bassinet next to her. She had the TV on low watching a repeat of the ten o'clock news which she missed earlier while napping.

She yawned but felt content. She talked Vicky and Scott's Mom into taking the night off. They would return tomorrow afternoon. Laura was enjoying the solitude of being alone in the house with her two babies. It was the first time since Anna and Jerrell were born that she had the house to herself.

Not that she minded all the help. It had been wonderful and she didn't know what she would have done without all of it. But the babies had settled into a manageable routine and she was ready to handle motherhood on her own for several hours at a time.

Poor Scott she thought. He looked so forlorn at the prospect of leaving Jerrell and Anna. But he really needed a break. The man had been going to work and coming home and going non-stop here too. He had canceled the original trip with Sam when he realized the babies were due at that time.

But now that the babies were two months old and doing well she convinced him to reschedule with Sam. Those two didn't get to see each other often enough. They really hadn't spent much time together since Sam's lungs healed and he went back to Toronto and back to work after JSTF Recovery.

Laura was pulled from her thoughts as the weather forecast came on. She reached for the remote to increase the volume when a map of the area Scott and Sam were skiing displayed covered in white. She heard the weathercaster say that a severe snowstorm was blanketing the area making travel impossible in and out of the region.

She sighed. That would probably mean she would not hear from Scott tomorrow as planned. She was aware the cabin they were staying in was remote and had no electricity or phone. Scott had planned to call from the lodge every few days because they were sure no cell signals would work.

A small smile came to her lips. The guys would likely be snowed in. Scott would be forced to rest. She envisioned his next few days spent lounging by the fireplace as the guys played cards, read, napped or just talked. She decided to keep an eye on the weather in the area.

Laura had no worries though. Scott was cold weather trained and a veteran camper, he would know what to do in this type of weather. Laura knew Sam had been trained for extreme weather too in Special Forces. They would make sure to take care of Sam's friend Spike. She was unsure if he had any training or his extent of camping.

Switching off the TV then standing, Laura carefully placed a sleeping Jerrell in his bassinet and covered him. She checked to make sure Anna was covered too. She whispered to her two babies "Mommy and Daddy love you. Sleep well little ones."

Then she padded over to her bed and slipped beneath the warm soft covers to get a few hours of sleep before the babies needed to be fed again. Laura drifted to sleep thinking of Scott and how lucky she was to have him in her life. He was the love of her life, a wonderful husband and a fantastic father. She knew Scott loved them all dearly with every breath he took.


	5. Jules's Worry, Cheshire Spike, Another

**Jules's Worry, Cheshire Spike, Another Log on the Fire, My Fault, Garlic Infusion & Sam Needs More Help **

* * *

><p><em><strong>Jules's Home <strong>_

Jules was sanding the drywall seam putty in her living room as the TV played in the background. It was early in the morning, about six am, but she was unable to sleep in today for some reason. So she decided to get a jump on her living room project. She was working on the section that she had knocked down after breaking it off with Sam.

She had put her sledgehammer to good use that day. Jules smiled when she thought how far she and Sam had come since that horrible time. Now they were best friends. They had found a way to keep each other and the team in their lives.

Sometime she really wished for more. But that just wasn't going to happen. She had worked too hard to get where she was and they were friends now. Best friends. They watched out for one another at work and hung out with the team. Their bantering had almost returned to what it was before. They even hung out together with just Spike and Lou sometimes.

Jules thought that eventually they might be able to hang out together alone; platonically of course. But they hadn't tried that yet. She was afraid she still saw something in Sam's eyes and she didn't want to hurt him again.

She had basically stabbed him in the heart when she broke it off. It had hurt her too, but she knew it hurt him more. Jules had made a vow to herself to never knowingly hurt him again. So keeping some distance between them was necessary.

Taking a break from sanding she went to her table and picked up her water bottle. She drank a good quarter of it when her eye caught the weather report.

She sat on the table as the newscaster said "It's being called the snowstorm of the century. The Blue Mountains have received twenty-four inches of snow since yesterday afternoon. It is a huge front and over the next four days the total snow fall is expected to between forty-nine inches and sixty inches, that's a whopping five feet of snow folks."

"All travel to the area had been suspended as the roads are impassable. Once the storm passes it will likely take a week or more before the plows can clear the roads. The Department of Transportation is reporting that some of the more remote ones may be closed for the season. If you have loved ones in the area you may not be able to reach them due to many phone and power lines being blown down in the area with the gale force winds. Time for those in that area to hunker down and enjoy a good book, you are not going anywhere soon."

Jules switched off the TV when it moved on to Toronto weather. She hoped the guys were okay. From her many talks with Scott while Sam was in a coma she knew Scott was an avid camper and would know what to do in this situation. She knew Spike packed extra food in case of bad weather and Sam had his Special Force training for extreme cold. Spike knew there was no phone at the cabin so had put a booster on his mobile phone to increase his cell range. Jules wondered if it worked.

She got up and went into the kitchen and got her phone off the charger and dialed Spike. It rang once and then went to voice mail. Darn, guess it wasn't enough of a booster or they were simply too far out of range. Jules decided to leave a voice mail for them just in case they did get some service in the next few days.

At the beep she said "Hope you guys are doing ok. Saw the weather forecast and you guys sure picked a bad time to go skiing. They are calling that blizzard the snowstorm of the century. I'll let Ed and the Boss know that you might be snowed in just in case they don't see the news. Stay safe and warm. Call when you can to let us know you are alright."

Jules hung up and a little something gnawed at her. She chalked it up to being worried that they had enough food to last them until the snow plow made it to their remote location. That's when her worry crystalized. What if the cabin was located on one of the roads that would not be plowed?

Then she smiled. Well that is certainly one way for Spike and Sam to get more time off. Snowed in on a road that wasn't plowed was a fantastic excuse. Jules decided not to worry. If that were the case then Sam and Scott would figure a way out for all of them.

But that didn't mean Ed would go easy on them when they did get back. She envisioned all the extra laps they would have to run. She could just hear Ed now "Gotta work off all that flab from sitting around stuffing your faces with smores for a week."

Jules picked up her sander and started on the drywall seams again. If all went well she would have the wall ready for texturing by tomorrow.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Kitchen<strong>_

All the guys slept in late. It was near nine am when Sam hobbled out to the kitchen. The smell of bacon had wafted into the bedroom and woken him up. He lowered himself in the chair and smiled "Smells great Scott."

Scott turned from frying bacon and said "Morning Sam. Bacon and eggs sunny side up will be ready in just a moment. Want some coffee?"

"You have to ask?" Sam chuckled.

Spike wandered in looking a bit tired "I'll get it for him. Outside temperature dropped again. Down to ten degrees Fahrenheit and it's still snowing although not quite as heavy as last night. But the wind has picked up speed."

Getting a mug for Sam out of the cabinet he poured a cup of coffee for Sam and refreshed his cup. Handing it to Sam Spike asked "How you feeling this morning?"

Spike was excited to see if Sam would answer honestly when he asked with Scott in the room. It would be a novelty for him. He would enjoy it for as long as possible because he knew for a fact if Scott was not here Sam would try to deflect or downplay things.

Taking a drink of coffee first Sam glanced at Scott then turned to Spike "Been better. Leg still hurts quite a bit. We probably need to check it again after breakfast. Shoulder is a little tender, hurts to move my arm too much. My headache is still here but not quite as bad. It feels more like a unit marching around in it rather than the entire Army."

Spike grinned broadly.

Sam looked at him oddly "Why are you smiling Spike?"

Scott served up breakfast for them all then sat down. He wanted to know too. There was nothing in what Sam said to grin about.

Spike simply said with humor and a big smile "Did that hurt too much?"

"Did what hurt too much?" Sam asked confused then took a bite of bacon.

Scott felt irritation grow. What was Spike doing? Sam was hurting and Spike was grinning like the Cheshire cat.

"Telling me the truth straight out. Did it hurt? If not I'd like you to tell me the truth even if Scott isn't here" Spike stated.

Sam rolled his eyes and lightly chuckled "Yeah it hurt. It hurt a lot. Don't get used to it Spike. I was suckered into that oath when I was five."

Scott laughed, his irritation gone. "Damn good thing too. What would you have told Spike if I weren't here?"

"I'm okay" Sam said with a smile.

Spike shook his head "Never gonna change are you Sam?"

"Nope. Too ingrained. So what do we want to do today?" Sam inquired changing the topic of conversation. Yep too ingrained.

Scott said "You are sitting on the couch with your leg propped up unless you are napping in your bed or using the bathroom."

Spike yawned but suggested "We could play poker for real money."

"How about rummy. We could play to see who gets to five thousand points first" Sam suggested. His head hurt too much to concentrate on poker.

They agreed. After breakfast Spike and Scott cleaned up and moved the table to the main room like the night before. Scott had been serious and sent Sam packing to the couch when he tried to help with dishes.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Main Room<strong>_

After checking Sam's leg and cleaning it again, the guys spent the rest of the morning playing rummy. They had a light lunch of sandwiches and all three laid down for a nap. All were still exhausted from yesterday's trek in the storm. Spike was extra tired from keeping the fire going last night.

Sam had fallen asleep on the couch while Scott and Spike had headed for their beds. He awoke from his nap and saw the fire was low and needed another log on it. He rose from the couch slowly. He was stiff and sore and his head was pounding furiously again.

He put as much weight as he dared on his leg and hobbled ungainly to the wood pile. Sam selected a large log and bent to pick it up. He had just barely started to lift the log when he was startled by Scott's voice.

"Just what the hell do you think you are doing?" Scott bellowed just outside his bedroom as he saw Sam picking up a large log.

Sam hadn't heard Scott coming out of his room. The monkey symphony going on his head must have interfered with his normal hearing. Sam was so startle he dropped the log. It knocked into his shin.

A high pitched scream burst from his mouth and he fell to the ground. Sam curled up and pulled his leg close wrapping his hands around it and rolled back and forth on the ground as pain shot up and down his leg. On his third roll to the left he struck his head on the hearth.

Scott flew to the hearth yelling "Oh Christ Sam I'm sorry. God I didn't mean to startle you. I'm sorry. Sorry. Sorry." Scott pulled him close and held him firmly after Sam's head hit the hearth preventing him from doing so again.

Spike raced out of the bedroom "What the hell happened?"

The pain was subsiding as Sam started to uncurl and pull away from Scott. He lay on the ground breathing hard trying to recompose himself. Christ did he just scream like a little girl? Did that really come from his mouth? Sounded like Spike with spiders to him.

He looked blearily at the ceiling as he got his breathing under control. Sam turned his eyes to see Scott. Concern, regret and self-loathing were etched solidly on Scott's face. Sam said "My fault."

Scott exploded "NOT YOUR FAULT. MY FAULT! Not everything that goes wrong is your fault Sam. When are you going to accept that? God I'm so sorry! You normally hear me. I thought you would know I was there."

Spike sat back on his feet and blew out the breath he had been holding as he had watched Sam withering on the ground. Trying to get Braddocks to accept something was not their fault was like trying to fit the titanic in a bathtub. He decided to interrupt the back and forth blame game before it got started in earnest.

Starting to pull up Sam's pant leg Spike said "Let's see if there is any damage."

Sam shifted to a seated position with Scott's help. Then Scott undid the bandage. The wound was still seeping yellowish pus mixed with a small amount of blood. It looked and felt like it had that morning; still infected, inflamed, hot and tight. But the duct tape was still holding it together.

"We need to clean it again" Sam said dreading the pain that came with cleaning it but knowing infection was worse.

Scott read Sam's face and got up, went to the kitchen, slammed a few cabinets and came back with a glass with two shots of scotch "Drink this."

Sam took the glass. Normally he did not touch the hard stuff except for one night a year. This would be an exception to that. He downed half of it. Spike and Scott went to go prep the things needed to clean it again. Sam lay back down on the floor and waited. This sucked. The warmth of the scotch started to spread. He knew it wouldn't stop the pain but it would take a slight edge off.

Ten minutes later he heard them coming and he sat up. Downing the second shot Sam quipped trying to ease the tension for Spike and Scott "At least we are not wasting the scotch for cleaning the wound."

Spike grabbed the pillow off the couch and tossed it to Sam. His face was grim as he instructed "Lay down. We'll be as quick as possible."

Putting the pillow behind his head and laying back down Sam stoically stated "Thorough as possible is the name of today's dance. I can handle the pain. Infection is the enemy."

They took longer to clean it this time. Scott applied several warm compresses to try and draw out the infection. He took off the duct tape to inspect the wound more closely to see if he could find if any foreign object was causing it to continue to fester. He found nothing. Finally he put new tape on and dressed the wound with the antibiotic ointment and bandage.

Sam caught Scott's worried glance to Spike and the under the breath comment about almost out of antibiotic ointment. Clearly Scott did not want to worry him by stating it out loud. So Sam played dumb like he hadn't heard.

All through the painful cleaning Sam remained quiet with his fists and jaw clenched. His neck and shoulders ached from holding himself so rigid. When they were done Sam flexed his fingers several times as he forced his body to relax. He was wiped out.

Sam said "I'm gonna take a little nap if you don't mind."

Scott reached out to help him up and Sam shook his head "No. I'm not moving for a bit. Napping here is just fine."

Spike grabbed the blanket from the couch and covered Sam. "Need anything else?" he asked.

"Nah, I'm good. Thanks for cleaning it again" Sam said with a small grin trying to ease their worry.

Spike grinned back "Anytime. Need anything just holler. I'm gonna go start the sauce for Ma's spaghetti. Gotta chop up the onions, tomatoes and garlic." He headed off to the kitchen.

Sam looked at Scott who had just placed two logs on the fire. He was absently poking at the logs in the fire. Sam could tell Scott was upset. He sighed and said "Scott talk to me."

Scott turned slowly. Sam saw his eyes were a watery.

"Not your fault Scott. I'm okay. Really" Sam said softly.

Scott sat down near Sam and drew his knees close and wrapped his arms around them. He laid the side of his head on his knees and looked at Sam. "I'm sorry. Yes it is my fault. I rolled the SUV. I made you drop the log."

Sam sighed again "Did you put the water on the ground in the SRU locker room?"

Scott looked at him perplexed and answered "No."

"Did you make me behave like a kid and race Spike to the showers or slam my leg into the corner?" Sam asked.

"No" came Scott's soft response.

"So it was you that forced me to ski yesterday. You made the stag run out onto the road. It was you that left my backpack unzipped. And I've got to say I'm impressed with your god like qualities that you could make it snow like this and to compel me to get up off the couch to put a log on the fire" Sam said in a stern matter of fact tone.

Scott stared at Sam.

When no response came from Scott, Sam reached out and patted Scott's arm. He spoke gently "Yeah, you did none of that. So it isn't your fault. Mostly it is mine. Some of it is just shit that happens. Lighten up. The storm should blow out by tomorrow and we can get my antibiotics and even get to the general store to get the SUV towed. I'm gonna be okay."

Scott nodded, gripped Sam's hand and said emotionally "You better be. We just got you back Sam. I'm not ready to lose you again."

"I'm gonna rest now Scott. I'm wiped out" Sam said closing his eyes.

"Okay. Sleep as long as you want. I'll wake you for dinner. I'll just go help Spike chopping up the garlic and stuff" Scott said as he stood up.

Sam's eyes flew open "Garlic."

Puzzled Scott said "What about garlic?"

Sam said loudly "Spike did you bring olive oil?" His head ached at the loudness of his voice. He was glad that Spike came into the room so he didn't have to yell again.

Spike came into the room to answer. "What kind of Italian would I be if I didn't bring olive oil?" Spike smirked. Then he asked "Why?"

Sam grinned "Is it fresh garlic?"

"What other kind is there?" Spike exclaimed.

"Good. I need you to do something. Garlic is a natural antibiotic. We need to make garlic infused olive oil. Put one crushed clove of garlic into two tablespoons of olive oil. Let it sit in the oil for thirty minutes. Strain the garlic out and we will have a topical antibiotic that can be applied hourly. Oh and this is gross but bring me several cloves to eat straight. It helps internally too" Sam explained.

Spike stared at Sam and finally said "I'm Italian how did I not know this?"

Scott grinned "Special Forces training?"

Sam shook his head "Nah, Patch training. Jim read everything he could on natural antibiotics after I had a bad bout with some. He taught all of us several natural remedies. Besides the garlic I remember something about honey being good too."

Spike said "Didn't bring any honey. Brought two heads of garlic though. Be right back with some cloves for you." Spike went to the kitchen and peeled four for Sam.

Taking them and a glass of water back Spike said "You're gonna smell like an Italian now."

Popping one of the cloves in his mouth and chewing Sam grimaced. He liked garlic in food but a whole clove was a bit much. He downed half the glass of water. He chewed and swallowed the second and finished the water. Scott went to get another glass for Sam as Spike went to start the infused oil. Returning Scott handed over the water as Sam finished the third clove and watched as Sam quickly washed it down.

Scott chuckled "Looks like it tastes as good as that Scarlet Fever medicine."

Sam rapidly chewed and swallowed the fourth and last one. He finished off the second glass of water then said "About the same."

Taking the glass as Sam laid back down Scott teased "At least you won't have to worry about vampires."

Sam chuckled lightly "No but I hear Sasquatch likes garlic."

"No Sasquatch here. That would be the Abominable Snowman. But he would go after Spike instead. He is Italian, his whole body is infused with garlic" Scott joked.

Spike had come in and overheard them joking "Hey, that means that Abominable Snowman just have good taste then."

They all laughed but Sam winced in pain as his head started pounding again.

Spike asked "Do you know of any natural pain killers we could whip up for you?"

"Only willow bark. But I don't remember if there are any willow's around here" Sam answered then yawned. He was completely wiped out now. He closed his eyes as his body demanded respite. He had done what he could to help himself. Now he just needed the weather to cooperate.

Thinking of yesterday on the slopes and the slutty snow-bunnies Spike quipped "Willow sure did bark. Bet she would bite too."

Scott laughed.

They both looked at Sam when he did not laugh. He was out for the count. Scott covered Sam with a second blanket then he and Spike headed to the kitchen letting Sam rest.

Sam slept the rest of the afternoon and into the early evening. During that time Scott waxed his skis while Spike strained the garlic infused oil and finished preparing the sauce for the spaghetti tonight leaving it to simmer on the stove. The two of them read a little while then played a simple game of war. Neither one felt much like concentrating on a real card game.

Both would often glance over at Sam with a concerned expression. Every hour they applied the garlic oil and each time they did so Sam did not stir at all. Sam felt warm to the touch but they were not sure if that was because he was sleeping right next to the hearth. His face was red but so was theirs from yesterday's hike in the wind.

Spike constantly checked the outside temperature. He disliked that it kept dropping. The storm had not abated. The snow continued to fall and blow as the wind howled.

Looking out the window Scott estimated there was nearly four feet of snow on the ground. Both we extremely happy the wood pile indoors was huge. Apparently who ever built the cabin understood the need to have a large amount of dry wood for the fireplace.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Kitchen<strong>_

Sam sat at the table. Scott had woken him up a little bit ago and said dinner was ready then helped him to the chair. He was still exhausted and could not believe he slept the entire afternoon away. He was listening to Scott telling them about Jerrell and Anna. He smiled hearing Scott's excited voice.

A long ago thought came into his mind; a day in the hospital when Matt had come to his room after he had been rescued from the terrorist. He had decided that if he could not commit suicide he would end his father's line of the Braddock tree. Oh how wrong he had been that his father wanted him dead and did not care about him.

While he recuperated at his parent's home from the gunshot to his chest that messed up his lungs they had talked for hours about his time in Kandahar. Sam was so surprised to learn his dad stayed every night in the room next to his watching him through the glass. And that his dad had arranged it so the unit could be there to help him recover. His dad was selfless and allowed everyone else to take credit for the things he arranged for his comfort and care. His father was truly a great man.

Listening to Scott talk about his kids Sam hoped one day he would actually have kids himself. Sam didn't care if he had a boy or a girl. But he hoped that he would be a good Dad. There were things he would do very different from the way his dad did but there were things he would do the same too.

A small pang hit his heart. The only way he would ever have kids now would be if by some miracle Jules wanted him back. No other woman would do. Sam had given his heart to her and Jules held it in her hands whether or not she knew it.

Sam was pulled out of his musing as Spike asked "Something wrong with the spaghetti?"

Looking up Sam answered "No it's great as usual. Sorry, just not very hungry tonight." Then trying to deflect a bit he tried to joke but the humor didn't quite make it into his tone "Didn't work up much of an appetite sleeping the day away."

Spike only nodded. Neither Spike nor Scott laughed or even chuckled. They could see Sam was not feeling well. He did look flushed now. Scott who was sitting next to Sam could now tell the heat he felt earlier was not just because Sam was near the fire. He could feel the heat radiating off of Sam from where he sat.

Sam managed to take three more bites and then declared he was full. More than three quarters of his serving was left on the plate and he hadn't touched Ma's fresh bread.

Spike helped Sam to the couch. He could tell he was taking more of Sam's weight than the previous time.

Once Sam was on the couch Spike put the blanket around him then went to help Scott with the dishes. When they finished and came into the main room they saw Sam was sleeping again. They woke him and then helped him to his bed. Sam was asleep again before they even left the room.

As they left the room Scott whispered "I hope the storm abates by the morning. Sam needs more help than what we can give him here."

Spike put his arm around Scott and firmly stated "From your mouth to God's ears." Then he blew out a weary breath and said his own silent prayer.


	6. Hot n Cold, Dream Scream, TTM and Sepsis

**Hot to Cold, Dream Scream, TTM and Sepsis, I Have To Go, I'm Sorry, Fever Seizure & Scott's Single Purpose**

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Sam's and Spike's Room <strong>_

Sam was having trouble sleeping even though he still felt tired as hell. According to his watch he had been tossing and turning for the past two hours. It was near six thirty am but still completely dark outside due to the storm.

He could not get comfortable. The room was cold and he was shivering so he pulled the covers tight around him and over his head. His shoulder, back, jaw and neck ached. His leg was on fire and his head was pounding out a rhythm with each heartbeat.

It felt like it was approaching a migraine. He hadn't had a migraine since shortly after joining SRU. That had been a disastrous day for sure.

So much had changed in the last year or so. Back then he was all alone and had no one to count as friend or brother. Now he had family galore and he loved it.

Sam rolled over pulled the covers off his head and looked at Spike. He thought things had really changed with him. He never held a grudge against Ed or Spike for yelling at him or Jules for taking him down that day. He had shot Lou after all. They were protective like him and he had hurt one of them.

He thought about Spike's Cheshire grin yesterday morning and Spike's desire for him to be honest with him about how he was feeling. He had come a long way with the team but he wasn't sure he was ready to trust them like that. He had come close to trusting Jules like that and she stomped on his heart. It was so hard to trust people. He had been hurt too many times and had to protect himself.

Sam threw off the covers again. His covers had been on and off so many times as his body cycled from hot to cold. He was back to hot.

Swiping at his forehead again to get rid of the beads of sweat Sam wished he had thought to check the backpack to make sure his pills were in it before they hiked to the cabin. He knew his body and he knew he was in trouble. Infection had set in and was rampaging through him. Without antibiotics or pain meds he was gonna be in some serious trouble if they were stuck here for much longer.

He started shivering again and pulled the covers back on. He moaned softly in pain. Sam felt miserable. He would gladly take being sedated right about now. He shifted on the bed again and pain radiated from his leg. A sickening thought entered his head.

What if he lost his leg because of the infection? Seth had nearly lost his arm and it didn't look as bad as his leg did earlier. Sam forcefully pushed the thought away.

Thirst was getting the better of him and Sam was back to hot again. He threw off the covers and sat up.

Sam looked at the floor knowing it was gonna hurt like hell to walk to the kitchen. He should ask Spike for a glass of water but Sam decided not to wake him. Sam figured he should be able to make it to the kitchen on his own for some water.

Pushing up and putting all the weight on his good leg he stood still a moment when his vision swam as his head struck up a disorganized symphony of clangs and bangs. Tentatively putting a small amount of weight on his bad leg Sam shuffled a step.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Main Room<strong>_

Sweat trickled down Sam's face as he made it only as far as the main room. The kitchen was only ten or so more paces but he was in agony.

He ground his teeth together to keep from crying out. Shit he had deteriorated faster than he thought. Holding onto the back of the couch to remain standing Sam waited for the pain in his skull to subside enough for him to make it to the kitchen.

The ever present throbbing in his skull made him think it was gonna split wide open. Every heartbeat sent a stab of pain reverberating in his head. Sam took his hand off the back of the couch to clutch at his head.

In his attempt to stem the pain in his head Sam put his foot down unthinkingly and shifted his weight to his injured leg.

Sam stumbled and crashed to the floor onto his already sore shoulder. He heard the sickening pop as his shoulder dislocated.

A scream of pain was ripped from him as he curled into a ball and pulses of pain from his head, shoulder and shin radiated throughout his body.

His world dimmed as he fought to remain conscious.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Sam's and Spike's Room <strong>_

Spike sat up at the scream.

He had been dreaming Sasquatch or more correctly the Abominable Snowman was chasing him through waist deep snow in the woods. It had caught up to him and was about to bite into him because he smelled like garlic.

Spike wondered if the scream was him.

He looked over to Sam's bed hoping he hadn't woken him. It was empty.

Recognition dawned. He hadn't screamed. Sam had.

Spike threw off his covers and raced out of the room.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Scott's Room <strong>_

Scott was torn from a dream about his babies crying to be changed. That was his job at night. Change them before Laura fed them then rock the first one done.

It was always sweet little Anna done first. Jerrell was a voracious little eater.

His mind was muddled as he realized it had been a real scream that rent the air.

Sleep foggy Scott listened for another cry thinking it might be a mountain lion crying out after making a kill.

He heard a noise from the other bedroom.

It was shortly followed by Spike's stressed voice yelling "Scott get out here now!"

Hurtling himself out of bed Scott ran to the main room.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Main Room <strong>_

Spike was on his knees next to a withering Sam who was curled in a ball clutching his head clearly suffering and in a great deal of pain. Dropping to his knees on the other side Scott looked to Spike "What's going on?"

"Don't know I was sleeping then woke from a bad dream thinking I screamed when the Abominable Snowman tried to eat me. I didn't. It was Sam. I can't get him to respond" Spike spilled out swiftly.

Scott looked at Sam and saw his shoulder. "Sam's dislocated his shoulder. We need to get him up Spike." Leaning in close to Sam's face he said "Sam we are going to move you to a chair to put your shoulder back."

Sam heard a familiar buzzing. Voices he knew. He concentrated on them and finally heard "to a chair to put you shoulder back." Eye squeezed shut tightly against the onslaught of pain Sam whispered "Screwed up."

"Yeah I screwed up" Scott said still kicking himself for rolling the SUV.

"Not you, me. Should've made sure meds in there" Sam whispered but each syllable sounded like a siren in his head.

Spike said "He's burning up with fever Scott."

Sam painfully slurred out "Infection bad. Skull splitting migraine."

Scott gently touched Sam's heated face "I know it hurts. Let us stop some of the pain by getting your shoulder back in joint. Gonna lift you into a chair." Looking at Spike he said "Get a chair please."

Spike grabbed one of the kitchen chairs and then the two lifted Sam and sat him in it. Spike held him sitting up a as Scott worked Sam's arm into the right position. Sam screamed and nearly passed out as Scott popped it back in. He would have fallen out of the chair if Spike was not holding him so tightly.

Scott headed to his room and returned with a clean pair of long thermal underwear. He fashioned a sling out of it and secured Sam's arm close to his chest so he could not move it. When he finished he knelt down so he was eye level with Sam who was licking at his lips and his eyes closed. "Why didn't you ask for help?"

Half opening his eyes Sam said "Thirsty. Needed water. Just going to kitchen. Thought I could make it. Migraine hit harder than expected."

"Let's get you back to bed" Scott stated.

"No here. Water" Sam got out as he pointed to the couch. He couldn't imagine moving more than the two feet to the couch as his world swam around him.

Spike said "It would probably be better here closer to the fire."

Scott agreed and the two did all the work getting Sam situated on the couch. Scott went to get the water as Spike went to grab Sam's blanket and pillow off his bed. Sam was finishing a sip of water when Spike reentered and began to tuck the blanket around Sam.

Sam pushed Spike's hands away "No hot."

Putting the blanket on the back of the couch Spike settled for placing the pillow behind Sam's head. Sam laid back on the pillow and Spike heard a soft hiss followed by a sigh. Seeing the pain lines etched deeply in Sam's face Spike wished they had the pain meds or there was something more he could do to help.

Looking around Spike saw the fire very low. He checked the outside temperature gauge that was on the wall. Whoa the temperature had dropped another ten degrees and was now minus nine degrees Fahrenheit. Sam may be hot but it was damned cold in the room so he went to put another log on the fire. They needed to keep it warm in here.

Scott went to get one of the wash rags they used earlier and a bowl of water. He returned and started to bathe Sam's face with the cool cloth. He rinsed it and wrung it out then folded it and laid it across Sam's forehead.

Sam opened his eyes part way. They were glassy and feverish. Sam started to shiver. Scott rinsed the cloth again as Spike hovered nearby wondering what else he could do. There wasn't much he could do. He felt helpless to help Sam. He opted to pull two chairs near the couch so Scott and he could sit.

Scott softly asked "You get migraines often?"

"No. Last TTM when I shot Lou" Sam whispered and closed his eyes again. Even the fire light which was the only light increased the pain.

Scott looked at Spike "Delusional?"

Spike shook his head "No he shot Lou. Wasn't his fault. Lou moved and it was the only way to save the hostages, Sarge, Wordy and Lou from being blasted by grenades. I was a bastard to him afterwards. Still ashamed of my actions."

Not opening his eyes Sam whispered "Don't be."

"Don't be what Sam?" Spike asked quietly taking the cue that speaking above a whisper hurt Sam because he winced with every sound.

"Ashamed. S' ok. Protective of family. Water under bridge now" Sam responded slowly between breaths.

Scott asked "Sam what is a TTM?"

Spike answered for him "Trauma triggered migraine. They can come on seconds or hours after a trauma. I suspect using his skull as a battering ram on that Spruce tree ot hitting the hearth triggered it."

"What can we do for you Sam?" Scott asked.

"Quiet, dark" Sam answered trying to slow his breathing without success.

Spike looked around the dim room lit only by firelight. He headed to the bedroom and rummaged in his belongings. He found the dark blue rag he had and brought it out. Spike dipped it in the cool water and squeezed it out. He laid it over Sam's eyes "Does that help with the light?" Spike whispered.

Scott took Sam's pulse when he noticed his respiration rate was fairly fast. It was more than twenty breaths per minute. Scott counted out the pulse rate watching his watch. Sam's normal low beat rate was way too high for him. It was skipping away at ninety six beats a minute. He scooted the chair down to the end of the couch "Gonna check your wound Sam."

Sam did not acknowledge either Spike or Scott.

Scott carefully lifted Sam's leg to slowly push up the sweat pants leg. Sam hissed in pain at the soft touch. Gently lowering Sam's leg but leaving the pants leg pushed up to the knee Scott removed the bandage.

Spike and Scott stared at the wound and then each other. They clearly saw two red streaks spreading out from the abscessed wound. It was worse than last night even though they had cleaned it thoroughly in the afternoon. There was dried crusted pus and seeping pus and blood too. It smelled putrid. How did it get so bad so quick?

Motioning for Spike to follow him Scott stood and headed for the kitchen.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Kitchen<strong>_

In the kitchen Scott whispered "We can't wait any longer. Sam is showing signs of sepsis. His pulse and breathing rates are both too fast. We know he has a fever and it seems high given how hot he is to the touch. It looks like the infection in his shin abscessed and entered his blood stream. I need to prepare to head out as soon as possible."

Spike looked disbelievingly at Scott "That's suicide. It's minus nine degree Fahrenheit and that doesn't factor in the wind chill."

"If I don't go Sam will die. I refuse to let that happen. It's my damned fault for not watching the road more carefully and almost hitting the stag. We would not have slid off the road and rolled" Scott ground out.

"You don't know that. The stag was a random thing. No one could have predicted it. And what am I supposed to tell Sam when you die out there. Hell what would you want me to tell your wife and children Scott" Spike angrily bit out in a low growl.

Scott paced running his hands through his hair. He stopped and looked at Spike "I've been cold weather trained in the Navy. I can cross country ski. It will be a hell of a lot faster than when we slogged here on foot wading through the drifts."

Spike challenged "It's fifteen miles to the store. And that is hoping the phone lines are not down. Another five to the lodge if they are down."

"I have to do this. I can do this" Scott reiterated.

Spike collapsed in a chair. Their options were limited. He said "I don't want Sam to die but I don't want you to die either. You have a family. I'll go. I don't have any kids or a wife waiting for me to come home."

Rage of a different sort welled in Scott "Spike dammit you are just as important. You have a family that would miss you as much as me or Sam. Yeah you might not have kids. Yet."

Spike just stared at Scott. He couldn't think of a single retort.

Scott saw reluctant acceptance start to dawn in Spike's eyes.

He softened his voice and assured Spike "You are not trained for this. I am. I've camped my whole life, spring, summer, fall and winter. I'm not professional cross country skier that can do fifteen miles an hour but I'm not bad. And like I said I'm trained for this. Before I went on maneuvers in the Northwestern Passages and Artic Ocean I took specialized training to deal with the extreme cold weather. I know how to survive out there. It's Sam's only chance. I have to go."

"How can I help you get ready?" Spike said in a deflated tone.

He hated what Scott was about to do but he didn't see any alternative. Sam needed aggressive treatment if he was going to survive. He would help Scott prepare to give him the best possible chance of making it.

Damn he hated the woods. Nothing good ever happened to him in them.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Jules's Home <strong>_

Jules woke with a start. Her heart was beating rapidly. She breathed out "Sam." Throwing the covers off Jules went to her computer. Pulling up the weather report she searched for the Blue Mountains.

Scanning the page for the current weather she read the report. Still snowing, minus ten degrees with winds at forty miles per hour. When wind chill was factored in that was minus forty three degrees.

She sat back in her chair. She had a sense that something was wrong. Very wrong. What was wrong she had no clue but it was there in her heart. It ached.

Jules had been dreaming.

She had been surrounded by white and felt cold. She thought about that and determined it was the snow and frigid temperatures. But then it turned yellowish and she felt hot, so very hot and in pain. She had no idea what that meant.

But then Sam's face flashed before her. His blue eyes looked at her longingly and he said two words "I'm Sorry."

That's when she woke up. Jules was completely unsettled. What did it mean and why was Sam sorry?

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Main Room<strong>_

Scott and Spike readied the gear for Scott's trek. It had taken longer than expected to get him ready because Scott had to help Spike with Sam first.

Sam's temperature had spiked and he had started to have a seizure. They needed to cool him down quickly. Without a tub to put Sam in they had to improvise.

Both knew it wasn't the best way to cool him down and they could risk putting him in shock but they had to do something and fast to drop his temperature or Sam could suffer brain damage or death.

Spike laid out the tarp on the floor near the door then put a blanket on it. Scott stripped Sam to his boxers. Together they carried Sam to the tarp and laid him on the blanket. Spike covered him with another blanket.

Scott had opened the door and found the snow had drifted so it blocked three quarters of the door opening. He found a shovel in one of the rooms and two large buckets. He shoveled a small bit of snow on the blanket. Sam was so hot it melted almost instantly. Scott did it twice more and the blanket was soaked.

They then lifted Sam in the tarp and moved him in front of the fire. Scott stayed with Sam and kept wiping him down trying to cool him.

Spike went back to the door and shoveled out the drift into the buckets and dumped the snow into the shower. When Spike had the opening large enough to Scott to get out of he closed the door and kept one of the buckets of snow putting it near Sam for later use.

Without a way to actually measure Sam's temperature they had no way of knowing how much it had brought it down. However to the touch it seemed to bring it down a little and he was no longer seizing. Both agreed Sam's temperature was still dangerously high.

Then Spike insisted that Scott eat a hearty and hot breakfast. He would need it going out in that weather. While Spike cooked breakfast Scott had checked in Sam's gear. He was not disappointed.

He found a map and compass, a pair of polarized sunglasses, a headlamp, a pocket knife, a waterproof bag big enough for a full change of clothes, waterproof matches and fire starter. Scott also found instant hand warmers, a neon orange sol emergency blanket, a one man emergency tent, an avalanche beacon and a stash of power bars.

The most surprising find though was the Army issued expedition-weight long underwear tops and bottoms, a lightweight gortex full body suit and a professional grade full face mask that created humidified air which protected his lungs against the frigid air.

This was probably the gear Sam used for Special Forces artic training. They looked brand new, probably because Sam never got a chance to use them in the field seeing that he was stationed in Kandahar for both tours. It was a good thing they were the same size.

Scott dressed in them and then in his waterproof ski suit. He packed the gear carefully in Sam's backpack which was larger than his. He still had room for several water bottles and a thermos that Spike had brought.

Spike was currently heating up broth to fill it with. Scott had wanted to fill it with coffee but Spike insisted on filling it with something more nutritious.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Kitchen <strong>_

From the kitchen Spike called out "Scott breakfast is ready."

Scott sat down "Wow where did you learn to cook Spike?" He dug into the stack of pancakes. There were also eggs scrambled with chunks of ham, potatoes, onion and peppers topped with cheese.

Spike said "Ma loves to cook and wanted to teach me what she called practical things when I was growing up. It was a tradeoff. I got the techie stuff I wanted if I spent time on Sundays with Ma in the kitchen."

Laughing Scott said "If I weren't already married I might consider asking you. Laura is a fair cook and has some special dishes but this. This I could get used to."

Spike set down a large mug of coffee for himself and Scott and said seriously "You make it there and back alive and I promise to make you my Ma's lasagna. It's heaven in a pan."

Scott nodded "Deal." He finished eating as Spike just picked at his plate of food.

As Scott stood and put on his jacket Spike poured the boiling broth into the thermos. He tucked it into the backpack and saw all the gear Sam had brought. Zipping it up he turned to Scott "With all this gear Sam forgets to bring a first aid kit?"

"Go figure. Guess he thinks he's invincible. Maybe superman even. But I can't really say anything, I didn't bring one either" Scott exclaimed.

Spike sat down "Well he is Samtastic. To be fair he did bring his antibiotics and bandages and such. And although I brought a first aid kit my focus was on the food at the SUV. I shouldn't have forgotten it."

"We were all a shook up and in a hurry. And you were covered in banana cream pie to boot" Scott said with a lopsided grin.

Spike thought that grin was exactly like Sam's. He rose and went to check on Sam.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Main Room<strong>_

Kneeling down he put a pillow beneath Sam's head, rinsed the rag in cold water again and replaced it over Sam's forehead then sprinkled more snow around him. Softly Spike said "Buddy you have to hang on. Scott is going for help."

Sam's eyes opened. They were glassy with fever and unfocused and his voice faraway as he said "Thirsty. Cold, so cold."

Scott brought over a cup of water. He lifted Sam's head and dribbled a small amount into his mouth. He said "Doppelganger you be good for Spike. Do everything he tells you. Be honest with him like you are with me. I won't be gone long. I expect you to be dancing a jig when I get back you hear me."

Sam tried to focus on Scott "Jig. Got it." His eyes rolled back and he slipped unconscious again.

Leaning down Scott kissed Sam's forehead then gently laid his head back on the soft pillow. Sam was radiating heat while surrounded by snow.

With a hitch in his voice Scott said "You stay here you hear me. You better not go anywhere or I'll hang you off the edge of the cabinets again. We have too much time to make up for cuz. Too many fun things to do together. I'm looking forward to you teaching Jerrell how to shoot and Anna too if she wants. I love ya cuz. Be back as soon as I can."

Clearing his throat and swiping at his eyes Scott looked to Spike "You have the tougher job than me Spike. I know Sam is in good hands and you will do all you can. Please remember that no matter what happens."

Spike wiped his eyes. Tears had sprouted as he was privy to view the special bond between twin cousins. "I'll take care of him. You take care of you because I know Sam feels the same about you."

Scott headed to the table and slung the pack on his back. He pulled the full face mask on and tucked it into his jacket. He settled his goggles over his eyes then pulled on his gloves. Scott headed for the door, grabbed his skis and poles then said "Ready?"

Spike headed over to the door and prepared to open and then close it. He said a prayer for Scott to make it safely to the store and be able to send back help for Sam. He stuck out his hand to shake Scott's.

Scott leaned the skis and poles on the wall by the door, grabbed Spike's hand, shook it once then pulled him into a quick hug. He whispered "If I don't make it tell Laura and my kids I was thinking of them and I love them so much."

He released Spike and grabbed his skis, opened the door and headed out into the snowstorm of the century.

Scott had a single purpose: SAVE SAM.
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* * *

><p><em><strong>Cross Country Skiing on Access Road to General Store <strong>_

Scott locked in his ski boots and set out against the wind. It was only fifteen miles he told himself. If professional skiers could make it in an hour then he could make it in two. The snow swirled around him with great speed. It was good that the polarized sunglasses fit under his snow goggles they clarified his vision even in the lower light.

After twenty minutes of moving Scott had to readjust his time table. He concluded those professionals made that time in the best conditions. He had been working hard against gale force winds and only made it two miles so far. At this rate it would take three to four hours. And that was if his stamina held out.

As he skied he kept thoughts of Sam in the forefront of his mind. He could do this for Sam. Sam would do it for him without hesitation. Scott was beginning to understand Sam's psyche a bit more.

He always knew Sam got an extra dose of protectiveness in his Braddock genes. But now that he and Laura had Jerrell and Anna, Scott found his protectiveness jump a huge notch and was now probably nearly as high as Sam's. Scott would now risk anything for those he loved. He could not imagine losing Laura, Anna or Jerrell if he had the power to try and help them even if it meant risking his own life. The birth of his children was his catalyst and that protectiveness extended to all those he loved.

Scott now also saw that Sam's actions were driven by two major psychological triggers. They were a fear of being physically unable to protect those he loves and fear of abandonment. Both Scott believed stemmed from the loss of Sara. The impact had been profound on the tender young boy. Sam had been unable to save Sara and as a result he felt abandoned. Even though that abandonment was not real it was how Sam's child mind stitched together things after the shock of what he had witnessed.

As an adult, Scott could imagine the horror of being right next to Sara and having her little hand ripped from his. Being left whole and unharmed while your little sister was dead and bloody laying a few feet from you. Yeah that would twist a mind, even an adult's mind.

Scott reasoned that those psychological triggers drove Sam to take what most others thought were unacceptable risks. But he could now see that Sam weighed the risk differently than everyone else. He saw that because he was now doing the same damned thing and nothing could get him to change his mind. Scott was willing to risk life and limb to get Sam help. He would rather die trying than not try at all. Just like Sam.

He was getting fatigued and needed a break. Scott wondered how much further he had gotten. Checking his watch he saw he had been skiing for forty minutes now. He looked around for a place to take shelter from the wind for a short rest.

A small sigh of relief escaped when he saw the snow covered shape of the SUV. He decided to head down to it. He pulled out the small collapsible snow shovel and dug out enough snow to open the door. He unlatched his boots from his skis and placed both skis and poles against the SUV.

Scott opened the door and slipped in. As he sat in the SUV out of the wind his hand automatically went to his front pocket. He grinned. Out of habit he had put the keys in his pocket. Scott started it and turned the heater on full blast. As soon as it was warm he pulled off his gloves and face mask.

Pulling out the thermos Scott drank a bit of the broth. He capped it quickly to retain the heat. Then he ate two of the power bars and washed it down with a bottle of water.

Scott crawled around the back of the SUV and finally found Sam's antibiotic and the aspirin under the back seat. He also found Spike's first aid kit and a bag of trail mix. He shoved three items into the backpack. Then he laid on the backseat and opened the trail mix. He consumed half the bag as he comtemplated whether he should return with the antibiotics or continue on to the general store.

After ten minutes he turned off the SUV and headed back out into the storm. It had been a tough decision to weigh. But Scott decided Sam needed more help than just the antibiotics. As he clicked his boots into his skis Scott thought one third of the way down, two thirds to go.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Scott's Home<strong>_

Laura paced the room lightly bouncing two inconsolable babies. They had been crying for a solid forty minutes now. Anna's cry had woken her up. Jerrell started in then too. She had tried everything. They were dry, not hungry and not feverish.

She had checked them over looking for anything that would cause it. She reviewed what she had eaten in the past few days. Laura had consumed nothing that had made them colicky in the past.

Their cries were heartbreaking and she was at a loss for what to do. She tried singing to them. Talking softly. Rocking. And now she was pacing and bouncing them. Nothing was working.

Laura had to use the restroom badly now. She set Jerrell and Anna on the center of her bed and surrounded them with pillows. She grabbed Scott's sleep shirt from where it had been tucked under his pillow and covered them both quickly. Then she hurried to the bathroom.

She rushed through her business and washed her hands quickly. When she shut off the water that was when she registered silence. Laura raced from the bathroom with dripping wet hands wringing them dry in the towel thinking something bad happened to her babies. They were silent. Oh god she should have put them in their basinets.

Laura stopped abruptly at the foot of the bed. Both babies had somehow fisted their little hands in Scott's shirt and brought it to their faces. They were cooing softly. Laura wept silent tears at the endearing sight.

They were missing their daddy. Scott's shirt smelled like him. He wore it when he rocked them every night. She wiped her eyes and scooped them up into her arms taking the shirt with her. Laura sat in the rocking chair and rocked them to sleep nestled in their daddy's shirt.

Laura hoped Scott would call today. The twins were not the only ones missing Scott.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Main Room<strong>_

Spike had run out of snow in the bucket but Sam's fever was still raging. For the last three hours Sam had come in and out of consciousness and awareness. When he was aware Spike got him to sip small amounts of broth. He figured it served two purposes. It was liquid that would sate Sam's thirst and it was getting some nutrients in him too. With the fever and infection Sam's body had to be burning through calories like a steam engine burned through coal.

Standing and stretching his back Spike picked up the sopping towels and went to the bathroom to wring them out. It felt like the hundredth time. But Spike was not really counting. When he finished he took the bucket to the door and shoveled more snow into it.

He saw that more snow had replaced what he had shoveled out this morning. After he packed more snow around Sam he would have to shovel it out again. He needed to keep the entrance clear.

An hour later Spike was exhausted. He had shoveled the entire entrance and dumped all the snow in the shower. Having the door open that long had cooled the cabin way down. It had in fact helped with Sam's fever a bit. He had kept the fire roaring though.

Spike went to the kitchen and poured himself more coffee and filled a bowl with the stew he was keeping hot. He downed the stew quickly and then went to check on Sam again. He had been still for a long time. Spike's hand brushed over Sam's forehead. Still way too hot.

Sam's eyes flicked open as he felt something cool on his forehead. Things were blurry and he saw black hair. He barely rasped out "Spike?"

"I'm right here Sam" Spike said as he wiped Sam's forehead. "How about you drink a bit for me?" He set the rag down and picked up the cup of broth. Spike tipped it so a little dribbled into Sam's mouth.

Sam tried to swallow. It was difficult. "Scott?" Sam asked.

Spike answered Sam the same as he had done everything Sam asked about Scott. Sam could not seem to remember from waking to waking "Scott went for help. He will be back soon. You are gonna be alright."

Sam shook his head slowly "No. Too bad. Too fast."

Spike's face contorted in anger as he said firmly "You do not give up Sam. I'm telling you that you will be alright. You cannot give up. I'm not letting you go. You hear me I'm not letting you go. You are staying here whether you like it or not. I won't let you die. You will not escape that easy."

Sam slipped unconscious again.

Spike could not stop the angry tears that ran down his face "Dammit Sam you cannot give up. Please don't give up. Fight buddy fight with all you've got."

He looked at the wound again. It was red, swollen and continued to seep foul smelling pus. He had cleaned it over and over again. The red streaks extending from the wound were getting longer.

It was another half hour before Sam stirred again and opened his eyes. Spike was quickly on his knees and by Sam's side. He placed his hand on Sam's forehead again. Shit his fever was raging even more now. It was time for more snow.

Spike was about to speak to Sam and tell him what he was going to do when Sam's arms shot up and his hands wrapped around his throat. Sam's grip was surprisingly strong. Spike gasped for breath as his hands flew to his neck and tried to pry Sam's hands off. His vision was graying at the edges under the crushing grip.

When Sam's eyes opened he saw the terrorist. The one that tortured him for months. The one that tricked him with pity every time. The one that would not let him die. The bastard was so close now. He was not restrained. It was his only chance to get away. His arms shot out and grabbed the bastard by the neck and squeezed with all the energy he had left.

Sam's voice came out hoarse and raspy because he never was given water and only got some from the daily waterboarding "Die bastard. Die."
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* * *

><p><em><strong>Cross Country Skiing on Access Road to General Store <strong>_

Scott was freezing. It felt like the temperature had dropped even further. It was most likely the wind chill since the wind had picked up even more. He had revised his timetable once again. He had been out here for nearly five hours. That meant he was going only three miles an hour. Sad. Really Sad. He thought he would be able to move faster.

Seeing a sign ahead he breathed a sigh of relief. He was almost there. Almost to the general store. Scott jammed his ski pole down and pushed forward harder. The pole snapped in two.

Scott's momentum propelled him forward and he fell. That would not be so bad except as he fell the part of the pole he was holding shifted in his hand and it skewered him as he hit the ground. It went in deep, embedding itself in his thigh.

His screams of pain were swallowed by the wind. Scott rolled to his back and laid panting in the snow with the pole firmly lodged in his thigh. The brilliant white snow around his leg slowly started turning bright crimson.

Scott screamed at the unfairness of it all and due to the pain. So close. So very close. He had to get back to Sam. So close, was his last thought as blackness edged in and Scott lost his battle to remain conscious.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Remote Mountain Cabin – Main Room<strong>_

Spike got purchase under Sam's hand and pried them away. He was gulping in air as Sam fell into unconsciousness again. The only thought Spike had was thank god. In reality the only way he was able to remove Sam's hands was because he became unconscious. If Sam had remained conscious just a little longer Spike knew he would have lost the battle with consciousness himself.

He backed away from his friend. Concern etched his face. What did Sam see to make him attack? It had to be horrible for Sam to want to kill. Spike rocked back on his heels as he lightly rubbed his abused neck.

Shit, Sam was gonna beat himself up over hurting him. Spike knew it was not on purpose but something like this would surely haunt Sam. Truth it would haunt Spike too.

He had taken Patch's, rather Jim's, warning seriously that Sam could kill quickly even when seemingly incapacitated. But this? This was proof. Solid, painful proof of Sam's ability.

Spike didn't want it too but it made him a bit leery of getting too close to Sam. He wondered if he should try to restrain Sam in some way. No. No. That would not do. Sam might understand why he did it. Hell what was he saying, Sam would understand why he did it. But he just could not bring himself to do that to Sam. He would just have to be more on the ball.

As Spike packed more snow around Sam, keeping a cautious eye out, he began to wonder if Scott was on his way back yet. Did he even make it to the general store?

Once he was done packing the snow around him he wrung out the cloth again and put it over Sam's forehead. He took another cloth as wrapped some snow in it. Then he held it to his own throat. Spike knew he needed to prevent any possible swelling.

He stood and walked to the kitchen after checking the thermometer. The temperature had to be record shattering. It had dropped another five degrees and the wind had increased by ten miles an hour. Spike poured himself some cool water and sat heavily in one of the kitchen chairs.

Spike took a sip as he thought this is the ski trip from hell. Then a bubble of strained laughter escaped his throat. Hell? No hell would be hot. All this snow would melt in seconds if they were in hell. He swallowed hard as the vibration on his vocal chords irritated his throat a bit.

Holding the ice cloth to his neck Spike was glad he did not bruise easily. If there was no physical evidence of Sam choking him then he could simply ignore it. If Sam asked him about it, which he doubted he would, he could simply deny it. Spike could tell Sam that he must have been dreaming or hallucinating.

Spike would not hurt Sam with the knowledge that he nearly choked him out. Sam did not need guilt like that. Particularly knowing that Sam was going to feel guilty enough over Scott going out in this storm. Sam hadn't wanted Scott to go.

His thoughts returned to Scott. Spike hoped Scott made to the general store and was able to call for help. He didn't know how much more Sam could take. Sam needed a hospital and more care than he could give him.

Standing and going back to the main room Spike blew out a frustrated and worried breath. It was tough watching someone you cared for suffer and not be able to really do anything to help. He headed back to Sam and rinsed and wrung out the cloth again as he prayed for both Sam and Scott and for him too.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Greg's Home <strong>_

Greg handed Ed and Wordy each a cup of steaming coffee "Thanks for the help today."

Ed grinned "No problem."

Wordy sat down on one of the new chairs for Greg's new table "Always happy to help. Just wish it wasn't snowing." He blew on the coffee and took a sip. "So what exactly happened to your old table?"

Greg smiled "The leg finally gave out. Been duct taping it for years but it finally gave up the ghost last night."

Ed smirked "Bout time you got a decent table. Next get together can be here. We can dine in style."

Wordy laughed "Won't stay nice too long if my girls get their sticky fingers all over it. Think we should stick with the parties at yours or my house for now. Let Greg enjoy his new table a bit." Then he changed the subject and asked "Wonder how Spike's and Sam's ski trip is going?"

Ed shook his head "Jules called yesterday. I doubt they are getting in any skiing with that storm. Might just have to run those two a bit more to get them back into shape after four days of sitting by a fire and doing nothing but eating."

Wordy's eyes grew concerned "That's right they are where that storm of the century is dumping all that snow. Hope they have enough provisions to wait it out."

Ed laughed "Spike's Ma supplied them. They'd have enough for two weeks."

Wordy grinned "Her portions are enough to feed an Army. You're right. They won't be running out of food."

Taking a sip of coffee Greg began thinking. He had been watching the weather reports after Jules called yesterday. He said "It's likely they will be snowed in longer and not make it back for shift on Thursday. We might need to see if the guys covering for them tomorrow and Wednesday will able to cover a few more days for them. If not Holleran will need to find us a few to cover or we will be off hot calls."

Ed grinned "One good thing with no skiing is that Sam's leg is gonna get a good rest." He rubbed his hands and smiled evilly "When they do make it back I've got a few things in mind to get them back in shape fast."

Greg chuckled "Now Eddie. It's not their fault they are snowed in."

"No but it's my job to keep the team in tip top shape. I take my job seriously. They're gonna need my drills after days of pigging out on Spike's Ma's food" Ed said with humor.

Wordy chuckled "Glad I'm not Spike or Sam right about now. Your drills can be tough. What do you have planned for them?"

Ed began to tell them what his drills would be. The conversation then turned to other things and after another hour both Wordy and Ed headed home.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Cross<strong>__** Country Skiing on Access Road to General Store **_

Scott had no idea how long he laid there. However he found it was long enough that the blood that seeped out of his leg had frozen. That can't be good he thought as he sat up. He felt the pain which was a good thing. He had not frozen to death himself.

Carefully he stood using his other pole for leverage. He didn't dare pull out the pole from his thigh. He managed to clip both his boots back into his skis and pulled the partial pole from the snow.

It hurt like hell but he managed to get a limpy-like rhythm going and moving forward towards the general store. He was so close but it seemed like hundreds of miles as agony rippled through his leg with every glide forward. Fresh blood started to flow.

After what felt like an eternity but was more like fifteen minutes he was pounding on the door of the general store. Luckily it was on the opposite side of the blowing snow and had not drifted like the door at the cabin.

* * *

><p><em><strong>General Store <strong>_

Landry Craig was startled when there was pounding on his door. Who in the world would be out in this mess? Maybe it was the ski patrol from the lodge checking to see if he was okay.

He grabbed his cane and slowly rose from his chair. His old bones did not move so fast anymore. The cold weather was murder on his joints but he could not bring himself to move to someplace warmer. This store was home. He and Maisie had fifty six good years in this place and he expected they would have many more.

Maisie Craig wandered down the stairs "Landry what is all that ruckus. You trying to wake the dead with all that loud pounding?"

"It ain't me Maisie. Some fool is out in this weather. I'm heading to the door" Landry replied.

Maisie looked at her husband. She loved the old coot but his knees were not what they used to be. He hated to be coddled so she humphed then said "Well they will freeze to death before you get there. I'll go get the door you sit."

Landry looked to his spry wife. She still had the energy of a thirty year old even though she was in her mid-seventies. She never seemed to run low. He smiled "Yes Ma'am."

Maisie shook her head and started for the door. She grabbed her coat and slipped into it on her way. As she opened the door a blast of frigid air blew in along with snow and a near frozen man.

Scott stumbled into the store his skis still attached. He clutched a shelf to keep himself from falling as he unclipped his boots. He took five steps in then fell to his knees. He was shivering from cold and pain. He had very little left in reserve.

An old lady swam into his view and Scott mumbled "Phone. Need help." His eyes rolled back in his head and he collapsed to the floor.

As soon as the man moved into the store Maisie closed the door. She saw the pole sticking out of his thigh as he fell to his knees. Maisie yelled "Landry! Good lord, Landry help!"

Landry shuffled as fast as he could to Maisie. He stared in shock a few moments then he said "Maisie get my kit. Quick please."

Knees creaking as he lowed himself down Landry laid his cane next to him. Then he reached out and pulled off the goggles and the full face mask. At least this poor man was equipped properly to be out in this weather.

He took the man's pulse. Strong but a little too fast. He lifted his eyelids and checked his pupils. No head trauma it appeared at first inspection. That was good. Landry's gaze moved to the pole sticking out of the man's leg. That was a problem. He'd have to cut away the material to determine just how big of one it was.

Maisie came back with Landry's black bag. She gasped when she saw his face "I know him. He is a lot older now. Used to come here a lot with Wilson when he was a teen. Now what was his name?"

Landry said "Name's not important right now Maisie. Get the roller. We need to move him away from the door and into better light if I'm gonna be able to see to his wound."

The two septuagenarians worked together to roll the man onto the flat board with four wheels they used to move heavier items around with. Once on the board Landry worked his way up to his feet again as every joint creaked. With his cane in one hand and the rope attached to the board in the other Landry started to pull the man towards their home attached at the back of the store.

"Maisie get several blankets and pillows then start some broth. Only warm not steaming hot. Also get some water boiling and grab me several packets of sterile gauze" Landry instructed. Maisie set off to get those items after she set his black bag on the floor near their sofa.

Scott came to as he was being pulled. It was disorientating. He blinked several times trying to make sense of it. His eyes focused and he saw an old man using a cane and pulling a rope. The old man was pulling him. How?

Then his mind registered he was on a board and he heard the squeak of the wheels. The pain shot through his leg and he groaned.

Landry turned at the groan "Hold still young fella. Getting you to a place I can take a proper look at that pole sticking out of your leg." He stopped near his sofa.

Maisie came with the blankets and saw that the man was awake "Landry sofa or floor?"

Landry looked at the man and asked "You think you can move to the sofa? I don't have the strength to lift you. If not we can put you on the floor. Easier for me if you can manage the sofa though."

Scott blinked several times taking in the old man and old woman. Softly he said "Sofa."

Maisie quickly laid out a piece of plastic on the sofa and the blankets over it. She placed the pillows on one end "Okay ready when you are."

Scott slowly sat up. He was a bit dizzy.

Maisie moved forward "Let me help with the jacket and gloves first to keep the blankets from getting too wet. Nothing more uncomfortable than lying on cold wet blankets." Then she removed his gloves, unzipped Scott's jacket and helped him shrug out of it.

Both Maisie and Landry were glad to see no signs of frostbite on the young man's fingers. He was truly outfitted for artic-like weather.

As Scott started to pull his uninjured leg back to move to the sofa Landry instructed "Take it slow." Then he handed Scott his cane as he lowered himself to the table near the sofa. "Here use this to help you. If I were in my prime I would've been able to lift you myself. Getting old sucks."

Scott took the cane and used it to help push himself up enough so he sat on the edge of the sofa. Pain rippled through him and he hissed and groaned with the slightest movement. Stars danced in his head and blackness threatened to take him back to the place with no pain.

Once he was on the edge Maisie stepped forward again and helped him position on the sofa and lay back on the pillows without jarring the pole. Then she covered him with several warm blankets avoiding the pole.

Taking his cane back Landry stood and asked "Maisie can you bring me the rolling chair please."

Maisie was off like a shot again and back in moments pushing a rolling chair. Landry lowered himself into the chair and set his cane aside. Without being asked Maisie moved the table closer and put Landry's black bag on it then switched on all the lights making the room blazing bright. Then she was out of the room again returning with a large bowl and two mugs.

She set the bowl on the table along with the mugs then was out of the room again. She came back this time with a large steaming pot and a bag full of sterile gauze packages.

Scott watched all this activity slightly disjointed as fatigue washed over him.

Landry was watching the young man closely. He was clearly in pain and exhausted. There were signs of shock too. Luckily no signs of hypothermia though. It was a wonder in this weather.

Taking up one of the mugs Landry held it out to the man "I'm Landry Craig and this is my wife Maisie we own the general store. Looks like you've gone and got yourself right hurt."

Scott gratefully took the mug and sipped the warm broth. In a shaky voice Scott asked "Do you have a phone? I need to get help."

Landry half smiled "Phone is down. Power too but we have our own generator. You are a lucky young fella. Help is already here. Maisie has always run the store. When I retired I started helping her. But before I retired I was a general surgeon. We need to see what damage this pole did."

"Do you have any way to contact emergency personnel?" Scott asked urgently.

Maisie shook her head "Sorry no. We used to have an old CB radio but it quit working several years ago and we never replaced it."

Scott laid back and his fists clenched in frustration as he thought no, no this can't be happening. His face screwed up in pain both from the physical wound and from the pain in his heart knowing Sam's life depended on getting him help quickly and that was not happening now. Softly he cried "Shit."

Landry looked at him "I'll have you set to rights son in no time. No need to worry. I may be old but I still know what I'm doing and have everything I need right here. Don't you fret."

Maisie had been staring at the upset young man when the name popped into her head "Sam. You are Sam Braddock. I'd know that blonde hair and those blues eyes anywhere. You and Wilson used to come in here all the time when you were just a teen. You always stayed at old Emmett's place."

Scott was surprised Maisie knew Sam back then. He turned and looked Maisie in the eyes "Sorry Ma'am I'm not Sam. I'm his cousin Scott Braddock. We look a lot alike. Our mothers are twins and they married brothers."

Switching his gaze to Landry he added "My cousin, Sam, needs help badly. He has an infected cut on his leg, has a very high fever and I believe sepsis has set in. I need to get him help or he is going to die."

Maisie's face fell and she looked to Landry "What can we do Landry?"

Taking a deep breath he said "First I take care of you Scott. Then we can see if there is anything we can do for Sam."

Scott asked "You wouldn't happen to have a snowmobile? If I can make it to the lodge I'm sure they will have a way to get emergency help."

Landry shook his head "In your condition you can't be going back out in the storm."

Scott remembered the general store sold skis and poles. He firmly stated "I am going with or without your help. I'll buy a new pole and be on my way. I cannot let my cousin die."

Maisie put a hand on the agitated man's shoulder. She said in a soft, kind voice "We will help. Let Landry take care of your wound first. Then we will outfit you in new outerwear since this is damaged. The snowmobile is in the shed out back and fully gassed up."

Scott relaxed at the kind words of support. A snowmobile would get him to the lodge quickly.

Landry shook his head slightly "As Maisie says we will help. It is against my better judgement to let you head back out into the storm but I understand your need. This is going to be painful. I have some morphine. Are you allergic or have bad reactions to taking morphine?"

Scott shook his head "No I don't but Sam sure does."

Landry chuckled "Hallucinations?"

"Yeah big time. His system is sensitive to antibiotics too" Scott shared.

Landry set to work after giving Scott only a little morphine to take the edge off but not enough that would hinder him riding the snowmobile.

Scott was glad he had not drank much of the broth because when the pole was removed his stomach revolted and he ended up spewing the half-digested trail mix he had eaten in the SUV into the bowl Maisie had brought out. Scott realized she was prepared for this. He vaguely wondered how often she assisted Landry.

Maisie wiped the beads of sweat off Scott's brow and held his hand as Landry worked. She thought that Scott was a brave man. He held very still as Landry disinfected the wound then stitched it closed. He clenched his jaw and only a few groans escaped.

She kept up a flow of conversation with Scott to distract him from the procedure. She learned that he and Sam and their friend Spike were staying in Emmett Haley's cabin that he rented out for ski season. Emmett lived there until the weather got cold each year then traveled to his winter home in New Mexico.

Landry listened as Scott told Maisie about Sam's wound. To his mind infection like that would not set in by missing one or two doses. Something else was afoot.

Finishing wrapping the gauze around Scott's thigh to hold the bandage in place Landry said "You say he only missed three doses of antibiotic?"

Scott nodded but then added "Well he's missed this morning's dose too. So that makes four. Why?"

Landry said "You said he is sensitive to antibiotics. What did you mean?"

The light went on in Scott's mind as he said softly "Oh shit." He looked at the old surgeon "Some work. Some don't."

Taking in that information Landry said "Could be Sam was given one that doesn't work. Or his wound was infected with bacteria that is resistant to the antibiotic he was given. Do you know where he got the gash?"

Scott answered "He slipped and hit his shin on the corner of a wall in the SRU locker room near the showers."

Landry whistled "Bathrooms and locker rooms harbor many nasty buggers like staph bacteria. When you get to the lodge you need to tell the responders that they might be dealing with methicillin-resistant staphylococcus aureus. MRSA as the general public knows it."

"Really? MRSA?" Scott asked stunned.

Nodding Landry said "From what you described and not seeing it first-hand that would be my best guess. They need to be prepared. Now I want you to eat something and rest a half hour. Then we will help you get going."

Scott shook his head "No I need to go now" as he tried to rise from the pillow.

Maisie pushed him back down and said in a stern grandmotherly voice "And just how do you propose to help your cousin if you die before you get there? You are still shocky and need something warm in your stomach before you set out again." With that she turned and headed out of the room.

Landry chuckled "Better listen to Maisie. She's got a cast iron will and if you don't listen she's also got a cast iron pan. Wouldn't be surprised if she whacked you upside the head with it to get you to rest a moment and eat."

Scott sighed. He could see reason even though he didn't want to. He needed to recoup some energy or even with the snowmobile he would likely pass out on the way. Scott took a drink of the broth after Landry handed him the mug. "Okay but I'm on my way in no more than forty-five minutes. That's as long as I'm willing to wait."

Landry nodded and set about cleaning up the area after performing minor surgery. He would have liked to start Scott on antibiotics but he had none on hand.

When Maisie came back in she had a plate with a large portion of meatloaf, mashed potatoes with gravy and green beans. Scott's stomach roared. Maisie smiled a smile that said 'see I told you that you needed something to eat'. But she remained quiet as she laid the plate in his lap and handed him a fork and knife.

After eating Maisie brought over replacement gear for him and Scott redressed. It was a little embarrassing dressing in front of Maisie because he needed the help to stand. She rewarmed the broth in the thermos Spike gave him. He drank several bottles of water and two cups of coffee.

Exactly forty-five minutes later he was on his way. He had thanked them profusely for all their help. Scott knew that both he and Sam would have died if they were not there to help. Scott promised to let them know how things turned out.


End file.
